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VOLUME ONE 
Songs from the Americas, Asia and Africa 


There I beheld a book 

With golden leaves clasped by two chrysolites 

Inscribed, ‘Of Humble Folk, Their Lives.” 

And when one opened it, headlong there came 

A flood of simple, importuning song— 

Lays of the throstle and the soaring lark, 

With now and then a note from nightingale. 

... We might have had more joy of nightingales 

But for the mourning of unnumbered doves. 
—Images of a Mystic. 
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FOREWORD AND ACKNOWLEDGMENTS 


This revised edition of FOLK-SONGS contains many examples not found in previous 
editions and the larger part of the collection has never before been translated into English. 

The editor has been guided throughout by a single purpose—to select the best known 
and most loved folk and composed songs—preferring those upon which time and usage 
have set the seal of approval. Nor has this choice been arbitrary since final decisions 
have frequently been made by native singers. It is hoped, therefore, that every selection 
_ will be found acceptable in the school and the home. The folk-lore student will miss odd 
and obscure songs—also many found in famous collections. Music lovers may look in 
vain for their favorites or find others in unexpected places. Many of these songs have 
been taken from the lips of singers in their own countries; but this fact, while it helps to 
determine the source of a folk-song, is not conclusive. World peoples are in constant 
migration. Their songs cross neighboring boundaries like seeds upon the wind. Where 
good tunes fall they persist and flourish, their life springs from the emotions and their 
natural soil is the human heart. 

In bringing together songs of different races and translating them into a single 
language we make it possible for all lovers of music to enjoy a common heritage. But 
the rendering must be sympathetic as well as metrical. On the subject of translations 
authorities agree that a singing message in one tongue can rarely be conveyed to another 
without loss. Native singers who are bi-lingual quickly detect omissions and interpo- 
lations, and they resent the practice of separating the melody from the original text and 
substituting new words. A folk-song is a racial expression and the theme is wedded 
to the tune by use and tradition. 

Indexed in these volumes are melodies from over forty different tongues and dialects 
and their use over a long period of time furnishes striking proof of song universality. 
With little urging or practice, scores of the foreign-born in this country have united their 
voices in singing each others’ songs in the English language. For this triumph we must 
thank our lyric poets of distinction and verse-makers of merit who have thus given fresh 
proof of the flexibility of the English tongue. 


The editor wishes to make acknowledgments to men and women in foreign countries 
who have generously assisted in making records of their folk-songs; to foreign-born men 
and women of this country for contributions placed at her disposal; to translators without 
whose aid the collection could not have been completed. 

It is to be regretted that space does not allow individual mention of these co-workers, 
hundreds in number. 

The editor is under obligation to musicians and composers for unsigned arrangements; 
especially to Franklin W. Robinson, for criticism and encouragement; also to Helen 
Jauncey Kingsbury, whose enthusiasm in the preparation of these songs has been a 
constant help. 

Members of the National Board of the Young Women’s Christian Associations have 
always generously co-operated. The Chairmen of the Department of Immigration 
and Foreign Committees—Mrs. R. L. Dickinson, Mrs. Edith Terry Bremer, and Mrs. 
Elizabeth Hendee—have had long experience with the many-sided problems of immi- 
gration. Their interest and support has been unfailing. 

Research has been furthered by the music collections in the British Museum, 
in Petrograd, Copenhagen, Stockholm, Bergen, The Hague, Brussels, Paris, Berlin, 
Dresden, Munich, Milan, Rome, Vienna and Budapest, as well as the public libraries 
A the United States. Hearty thanks are extended for kindly help of officials in these 
libraries. 

These songs have been edited with permission of authors and publishers wherever 
known. | 

FLORENCE Hupson BOTSFORD. 


New York City, 
November, 1929. 
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A REASON FOR FOLK-SONG 


By CARL ENGEL 


The singer in his morning tub and the whistling streetcar conductor may sing or 
whistle a tune they know, or they may give to a half-remembered melody a novel turn, 
add to it or cut from it, or reshape it entirely, and thus throw out the germinal spores 
of what, under the proper conditions, might grow into a new composition of anonymous 
origin, or into a folk-song. 

These untutored composers are obviously musical; not always, perhaps, enough so 
to tell the difference between ‘‘Auld lang syne” and “Pop goes the weasel,’’ but they 
have a natural bent for music. At least they resort to music spontaneously in “letting 
off steam,’’ when some other man, for the same reason, may curse or giggle or whittle 
a stick. They follow an instinct similar to that which makes a man scratch his head. 
The scratching may result from a physical irritation that seeks relief. Or it may result 
from a mental state, such as embarrassment or indecision, when an automatic gesture 
helps to fill the awkward wait for the right thought or action. 

The scratching, in either case, is apt to be unconscious. So may the whistling and 
singing be. But oftener both, the bath-room singer and the streetcar whistler, indulge 
in their melodious exercises without curtailment of their consciousness; they merely 
show a happy unconcern in the rest of the world, and follow an intuitive need of some 
sort of musical expression. They give free vent to their feelings, they obey an impulse. 
And the unconcern with which they do it is characteristic of the causes that make folks 
sing and make folk-songs. 

Silence is a morbid condition, or a refinement. Man is by nature noisy. In that 
respect, too, he is superior to the loudest animal. And this superiority becomes with 
every day more patent. 

The normal human being knows few stronger and more primitive desires than that 
of making a sound. It springs from the need of expressing some emotion or thought, 
and from the urge to communicate it to other beings. This urge is responsible not only 
for the achievement of articulate speech, but for the language of ‘‘music’s golden tongue.” 

Several theories have been advanced in an attempt to explain how song or music 
came into existence. Darwin saw a link between song and sex. He heard in the bird- 
call a love-note. He argued that the warmth and tenderness of a voice will melt the 
coldest heart. But birds sing outside their mating season, and there are conquering lovers 
whose irresistible attraction does not necessarily reside in their vocal cords. 

Darwin’s theory has been abandoned. Likewise has that of Herbert Spencer, who 
believed song to have been an outgrowth of speech. Professor Carl Stumpf, in a plausible 
hypothesis, has traced the development of song and musical sense from the earliest 
human efforts to raise the voice for purposes of signalling and calling—signalling to other 
men and calling upon the mysterious powers of unseen divinities. Perhaps there is a 
grain of truth in each one of these three theories. 

It is more than likely that the cry preceded the word. The inarticulate came before 
the articulate. The emotional stress of the voice, expressive of all the passions, came 
before the invention of a vocabulary, however crude. The newly born cries when hungry 
or in pain, and coos contentedly when the hunger is stilled or the pain has passed. The 
voice is expressive, sound is suggestive; they acquire and can convey a meaning. Sound 
can be compelling. Horn and bell are early symbols of its force. But sound can also 
be softly persuasive. 

By the time the first mother whose arms were stiff from rocking her baby had con- 
structed a cradle and slung it from the branch of a tree, she probably had a fairly large 
repertory of croons. She found them efficacious. Again for the sake of the effect, the 
caveman yelled with all the strength of his lungs at the mastodon, to scare the beast 
from its lair and chase it into the trap he had cunningly dug. The cavewoman lulled 
her youngest to sleep before preparing the mastodon steak for supper. Fortissimo and 
pianissimo, the shout and the hum, attended the birth of song. 
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Next to hunger, we are told, the strongest instinct is sex. When the cave-baby was 
asleep and the stone dishes of the evening meal were washed, the caveman had a chance 
to tell his mate, in guttural glee, of the day’s hunt and the dangers he had run. His 
stammerings, no doubt, were answered by admiring grunts and amorous whinnies. The 
love-duet of grand opera was on the way. 

Darwin’s theory, then, is not without merit, although it is not comprehensive 
enough. For it takes into consideration only the domestic circle. As for Spencer's, 
there is no doubt that, once speech had been evolved by a slow and patient process from 
the emotional inflections of the voice and the rational workings of the brain, those inflec- 
tions were heightened until speech became chant. 

From the domestic circle speech passed to the public forum and the assembly of 
worshipers. There it was addressed, not to one individual, but to a crowd. To make 
himself understood, the speaker had to raise his voice. He had to “pitch” it higher. 
From the vague and confluent intonation of ordinary speech emerged distinct and wider 
intervals. The rise and fall of the voice was punctuated by cadences. Out of them peered 
rhythm and melody. Lastly, when the crowd became vocal in responding to the ritual 
incantations of the leader, it discovered that to pick up the leader's “pitch” for the 
response produced a uniformity and volume of sound unequalled by the loudest confusion 
of voices. Pitch, the unanimous agreement (in unison or octave) on a definite tone, 
was established. The ear began to observe and measure intervals. It discovered a scale. 
The aural sense, within that scale, set up a difference between agreeable and disagreeable 
scale degrees, between consonance and dissonance. Trouble had started. 

When we go to the opera or to a song recital, we little think of the many years it 
has taken until such and such an aria or “lied” became possible. The primitive love 
song and slumber song reach back into a past too distant and shadowy to yield up its 
secrets. Yet they already constituted a tremendous feat. When the family expanded 
into the community, the uses of song multiplied until it accompanied every civic event 
of importance. And when the community became musically creative, it created folk- 
- songs, songs that may have owed their original inception to an individual, but that 
were fashioned into their definitive shape by oral tradition, by a communal evolution 
to which not the individual but the mass-consciousness and mass-predilection gave form. 

Religious ceremony, dance, war, were so many pretexts for singing. But above all, 
manual labor, especially work done concertedly by groups of people, actually depended 
on the regulating rhythm of song, or the impelling beats of a drum, or the monotonous 
strokes of a clapper. Thus only could all hands be united, all muscles be strained in 
coórdinated and simultaneous movement, so as not to waste a particle of the combined 
exertion. 

Rhythm and song were not only a labor-saving but a labor-producing device. The 
sweat of the human brow flowed more freely before machines were invented. Also 
song poured more freely from human lips before the age of machines, and before machine- 
made music flooded the land. 

The pyramids of Egypt are the petrified songs of the Jews who toiled to build them. 
The Great Wall of China represents a gigantic symphony of drum beats and horn signals 
that drove millions of weary slaves to lay stone upon stone, mile after mile. 

The ancient Greeks rowed to the sound of a flute, and there is evidence that in the 
same manner the Greek women kneaded bread. The Greeks had songs for the reaping 
and threshing of corn, for the turning of the hand-mill, for the pressing of grapes, and 
many other domestic tasks. 

Among primitive races these customs still prevail. Work and song to them are 
synonymous. In West Africa the natives have a saying that ‘“The woman who does not 
sing much does not work much.” The Negro has a rich stock of work songs. The sailor- 
chanty had its resounding day on all the seven seas before the busy drone of the motor 
supplanted it. The songs of the road are silenced. When soldiers strike up a marching 
song they revert to a practice as old as the pursuits of war. The song of the Volga boat- 
men is the anthem of “a strong pull and a long pull and a pull all together.” 

A great deal of our life we live by substitution, that is, we let the other fellow “do 
it” for us. That applies especially to music. Music is a universal need. But not all of 
us are musical, not even as musical as the bath-room singer and the streetcar whistler. We 
have other people sing and whistle for us. Yet, nothing can take the place of that direct 
vocal expression which is our own utterance, the song of our people, the voice of ourselves. 


34839 V 


Wet clay turned into stone, ages ago, has preserved for us the outlines of prehistoric 
shells and ferns and bones. The soft, pliable material of song, hardened in the continued 
use of generations, has caught within the sharp contours of melody, within the communi- 
cative lilt of rhythm, the racial and national characteristics of all the different people 
of this earth. To know the folk-songs of the world is to know something of the history, 
something of the temper of mankind. Folk-song is the limpid source of all music, mirrored 
in which we see the whole range of human emotions. And because of the very fact that 
all fundamental emotions are common to all human beings, we can understand the mean- 
ing of a folk-melody even though the original words that are sung to it should be incom- 
prehensible to us and must be translated for us. The mind may speak many languages, 
and thought may be wrapped or hidden within a babel of tongues. To the soul is given 
knowledge of all of them, when their accents are paired with music; especially when 
the music comes to us in the strong, pure strains of folk-song. 
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UNITED STATES OF AMERICA (Middle West) 


THE UNCONSTANT LOVYER 
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Andante 


all my young lov - yers, Whom - so - 


The Unconstant Lovyer 


O come, all my young lovyers, 
Whomsoever wants to gac, 

An’ we'll all settle daown 

On the Ohio. 


An’ we'll chaw aour terbacker 
An’ smeoke aour pipes 

An’ eat aour pertaties 
Whensoever they gits ripe. 


Naow a meetin’ are a pleasure 
An’ a partin’ are a grief; 

But an unconstant lovyer 

Is wusser nor a thief. 


Cos a thief he will rob ye 
Of all thet ye have; 

But an unconstant lovyer 
Will tote ye to yer grave! 


CAPE COD CHANTEY. 


Recorded by 
Ruth Kimball Gardiner 


Allegro moderato 
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Cape Cod Chantey 


have no combs, 


Heave away, heave away! 
They comb their hair with codfish bones, 


We are bound for Australia ! 


Cape Cod girls they 


3 


and don't you make a noise 


We are bound for Australia! 


_Heave away, heave away! 
Cape Cod boys they have no sleds, 


Heave away, my bully, bully boys, 


Heave away, 


heave away! 
They slide down hill on codfish heads, 
We are bound for Australia! 


Heave away, 


OLD FOLKS AT HOME 


Music by 
Stephen C. Foster 
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Old Folks at Home 


Way down upon de Swanee ribber, 
Far, far away, 

Dere's wha my heart is turning ebber, 
Dere's wha de old folks stay. 

All up and down de whole creation 
Sadly I roam, 

Still longing for de old plantation 
And for de old folks at home 


All de world am sad and dreary 
Ebrywhere I roam. 

O darkeys, how my heart grows weary 
Far from de old folks at home. 


All ’round de little farm I wandered 
When I was young ; 

Den many happy days I squandered, 
Many de songs I sung. 

When I was playing wid my brudder 
Happy was I; 

O take me to my kind old mudder, 
Dere let me live and die. 


One little hut among de bushes, 
One dat I love, 
Still sadly to my mem’ry rushes, 
No matter where I rove. 
When will I see de bees a-humming 
All ’round de comb? 
When will I hear de banjo tumming 
Down in my good old home? 
STEPHEN C. FOSTER 


U.S.A. 
(Texas) 


DE BALLET OF DE BOLL WEEVIL 
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Copyright, 1922, by John A. Lomax, Used by permission 


U.S. A. (Texas) 


De Ballet of De Boll Weevil 


O hab you heard de lates’, 
De lates’ of de songs? 
It’s about dem little boll weevils ; 
Dey’s picked up bofe feet an’ gone 
A-lookin’ for a home, 
Jes a-lookin’ for a home. 


De boll weevil is a little bug, 

F’om Mexico, dey say, 

Come to try dis Texas soil 

An’ thought he better stay 
A-lookin’ for a home, 
Jes a-lookin’ for a home. 


De fus’ time I saw de boll weevil 
He was settin’ on de square* ; 
De nex’ time I saw de boll weevil 
He had all his family there 
A-lookin for a home, 
Jes a-lookin’ for a home. 


De farmer took de boll weevil 
An’ buried him in hot san’; 
De boll weevil says to de farmer, 
“T’ll stan’ it like a man; 

It is my home, 

It is my home.” 


De farmer took de boll weevil 
An’ put him on de ice; 
De boll weevil says to de farmer, 
“Its mighty cool an’ nice, 

It is my home, 

It is my home.” 


Den de boll weevil says to de farmer, 
“Jes p'ison me ef you dare, 
An' when you get your cotton up 
I’ll punch every square.* 
1'11 have a home, 
lil have a home.” 


*<¢Square’’ refers to the cotton square on the plant. 


U. S. A. (Cowboy ) 
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U.S.A. (Cowboy) 9 
Sift Along, Boys 


Sift along, boys, an’ don’t ride slow ; 

Hain’t got time, but a long ways to go. 

Quirt "em on the shoulders an’ rake "em on the hip; 
I’ve cut out the T B X; now scatter out—zip! 


Bunch the herd, boys, all in the rail; 

Hog-tie an’ biand ’em, then beat ’em on the tail; 
Quirt ’em on the shoulders an’ rake ’em on the hip; 
Whip ’em up an’ down the sides; now scatter out—zip! 


Bunch the herd, boys, an’ don’t ride slow; 

Hog-tie an’ brand ’em an’ don't let any go; 

Then hit the trail for grub an’ watch the pancakes flip; 
Lay aside your chaps an’ quirt; now scatter out—zip! 


THE COWBOYS LAMENT 


Andante 


in the streets of La- redo, 


U.S. A.(Cowboy) 


spied a poor cowboy wrapped’ up in white linen, 


in white linen and cold as the clay. 


The Cowboy's Lament 


As I walked out in the streets of Laredo, 

As I walked out in Laredo one day, 

I spied a poor cowboy, wrapped up in white linen, 
Wiapped up in white linen and cold as the clay. 


O beat the drum slowly and play the fife lowly! 

O play the Dead March as you carry me ‘long! 
Take me to the valley; there turn the sod o’er me; 
For I’m a young cowboy; I know I've done wrong. 


“T see by your outfit that you are a cowboy,” 
These words he did say as I boldly stepped by. 
“Come sit down beside me and hear my sad story; 
I was shot in the breast and I know I must die. 


“My friends and relations, they live in the Nation; 
They know not where their boy has gone. 

I first came to Texas and hired to a ranchman, 

O I’m a young cowboy ; I know I’ve done wrong. 


“O there is another more dear than a sister; 
She'll bitterly weep when she hears I am gone. 
And there is another who'll win her affections, 
For I’m a young cowboy ; I know I’ve done wrong. 


“Go gather around you a crowd of young cowboys, 
And tell them the story of this my sad fate; 

Tell one and the other before they go further 

To stop their wild roving before ’tis too late.” 


From Cowboy Songs.by JOHN A. LoMAN. Copyright, 1920, The Macmillan 
Company. Published by permission. 
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THE DYING COWBOY 


U.S.A. (Cowboy) 
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U. S.A. (Cowboy) 


The Dying Cowboy 


“O bury me not on the lone prairie!” 
These words came low and mournfully 
From the pallid lips of a youth who lay 
On his dying bed at the close of day. 


“O bury me not on the lone prairie 
Where the wild coyotes will howl o’er me, 
In a narrow grave just six by three; 
O bury me not on the lone prairie! 


“O bury me not on the lone prairie, 

Where the wild coyotes will howl o’er me, 
Where the buzzard beats and the wind goes free; 
© bury me not on the lone prairie! 


“O bury me not on the lone prairie, 

In a narrow grave six foot by three, 
Where the buffalo paws o’er a prairie sea; 
O bury me not on the lone prairie! 


“O bury me not on the lone prairie, 

Where the wild coyotes will howl o’er me, 

Where the rattlesnakes hiss and the crow flies free; 
O bury me not on the lone prairie!” 


“O bury me not,” and his voice failed there, 
But we took no heed of his dying prayer; 
In a narrow grave just six by three 

We buried him there on the lone prairie. 


From Cowboy Songs,by Joun A. Lomax. Copyright by The Macmillan 
Company, 1920. Published by permission. jé 


U.S.A.(Indian) 


GAME SONG 


(The Plains Tribes) 
As sung by 
Vine Victor Deloria 


x) The words are meaningless exclamations. 
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MY BARK CANOE 
(Ojibway tribe) 
Interpretation by Arranged by 
Frederick R. Burton Frederick R. Burton 
(Original Key Ab) 
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From “American Primitive Music.” 1 y 
Copyright,1909, by Frederick R. Burton. Used by permission. NY 
Chekahbay Tebik Ondandayan My Bark Canoe 
: In the still night, the long hours through, 
Chekahbay tebik ondandayan if guide my bark canoe, 
My bark canoe, my love, to you. 
Chekahbay tebik ondandayan While the stars shine and falls the dew, 


I seek my love in bark canoe; 
In bark canoe I seek for you. 


It is I, love, your lover true, 
Who glides the stream in bark canoe; 
It glides to you, my love, to you. 
Interpretation by 
FREDERICK R: BURTON 


Ahgahmah-sibi ondandayan 
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(Ojibway Tribe) 


HER SHADOW 


Arranged by 
R. Burton 
(Original Key Eh) 


Frederick 


Interpretation by 
Frederick R. Burton 
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Interpretation by 
Marguerite Wilkinson 


U.S.A. (Indian) 
Ayquanahquog Peah Bedahgo Jing | 


Ayquanahquog peah bedahgo jing 

Keegah wahbahmah non kee mah shay mi nay 
Ay heyah heyah ho 

Heyah heyah ho heyah ho. 


Her Shadow 


Out on the lake my canoe is gliding, 

Paddle dipping soft lest she should take alarm. 
Ah, heyah heyah ho, 

Heyah heyah ho, thus I go! 


Somewhere along shore she is hiding; 

She is shy to yield to love’s alluring charm. 
Ah, heyah heyah ho, 

Heyah heyah, love will win, I know. 


There is a shadow swiftly stealing! 

Should it be her own, soon I will end the race. 
Ah, heyah heyah ho, . 

Heyah heyah ho, I think it is! 

Will she but turn, herself revealing, 

I will shout aloud when e’er I see her face. 
Ah, heyah heyah ho, 

Heyah heyah ho, there she is! 


Halloo! 


Interpretation by 
FREDERICK R. BURTON 


THE LOVE SIGNAL 
(Dakota Tribe) 


Pahata Nawajin The Love Signal 


Pahata nawajin na Sina cicoze On the hill I am standing, waving to you, dear; 


Mayan, mayan lecis kuwa na. 
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Won’t you, won’t you come and meet me here? 


Waving my blanket to you, far and far away; 
Won’t you, won’t you come to me and stay? 
Interpretation by 

MARGUERITE WILKINSON 


MARRIAGE SONG 


U.S.A. (Indian) 


y 


As sung b 
Vine Victor Deloria 


(Dakota Tribe) 


English version by 


Alice Corbin 


Andante 


i 
ca 


home? 


com - ing 


) 


home 


com - ing 


1 


Tiyata Ungni Kte 


Iyayana tiyata ungni kte, 


lyayana tiyata ungni kte, 
Tuwa lehans tiyata gle $ni ka 


Marriage Song 


y our coming home, coming home? 


Let us go together now to our home. 
dela 


Let us go together now to our home, 


Why 


English version by 


‘ALICE CORBIN 
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English version by 


Gertrude Huntington MCGiffert 


Andante 


*) Aya po - - Carry it on 


Aya Po 


Wowiyuskin tanka hca wan 
Christ yutanin ce; 
Bethlehem etanhan 
Wotanin waste, 

Aya po, aya po, aya po. 
Han, wicahpi wan wiyakpa, 
Jesus He etan, 

Qa iyoyanpa ska 

Hed otanin ce. 

Jesus Christ Wanikiya kin 
Wowitan waste 

On ikdutanin qa 

Woniya usi 


GEORGE DOWANNA 
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AYA PO” | 
(Dakota Tribe) Air by 


George Dowanna 


Aya Po 


Great happiness, gifts of gladness 
Are to us given. 

Bethlehem sends forth word 
Christ is come from heaven. 


Aya po, aya po, aya po. 
Bright shines a star with white radiance, 
Joy to men bringing; 
Peace on earth and good will, 
Angel hosts singing. 
Jesus, the Lord, sends the Spirit, 
His great love revealing, 
The good news has reached us 
For our sins’ healing. 


English version by 
GERTRUDE HUNTINGTON MCGIFFERT 
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(Dakota Tribe) 


AT PARTING 


U.S.A.(Indian) 


As sung by 
Ella Deloria 


Interpretation by 
Mary Austin 
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Cante Masica HE 
Breaks now, breaks now my heart, 
Cante masica ce, Thinking from thee I part! 
Hear thou what says my heart: 


Cante masica ce, Keep me, keep me in thine alway! 


Cante masica ce, Dreams now, dreams now my heart 
Weeping, awake I start, 
Thinking again we part. 

Dream thou, perchance thy dream will stay! 


Interpretation by 
MARY AUSTIN 


, 


Ohinni mi ksuya un na. 


FAREWELL TO THE WARRIORS 


(Chippewa Tribe) 
English version by Recorded by 
Frances Densmore Frances Densmore 


Moderato 


Umbe Animadjag Farewell to the Warriors 
E . D AS = ete Come, O come, you must depart 
Umbe animadjag wasúgidijamin. On a long, long journey. 


Ya wi a, ya un a, ya ya wi a, 


Ya wi a, ya wi a, ya ya wi a, 
ioe “fe soe Ya wt a, a. 


3 4 
Ya wi a, a. English version by 
FRANCES DENSMORE 
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HER BLANKET 


(Navajo Tribe) 


Thurlow Lieurance 


Lento 
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Flute-call, by “Deer of the Yellow Willow” 
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Copyright, 1913, by Theo. Presser Co. 


Used by permission 


34839 


U.S. A. (Indian ) 


with shut-tle 


Le 
Ss 
la 
Es 

2 
o 
& 
© 

fy 


. 


1° 


I 
6 


Her Blanket 


n. 
3 
© 
77) 
>» 
E 
+ Lt 
© + 
ES 
n 
h a E 
© _— 
y ad 
hiked 3 
a) tal el 
Re 
E 
as 
+ y 
qe 
a a 
VOoHY 
Sy ere 
À > > Ÿ 
Ess > 
Pu a 
Ep UE 
[ai 
S ue 
D Mide 
E = 


Here to remain 
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expressions. 


The Indian woman weaves the events of her life in 


The text is translated from the Indians’ 


ly manner 
her life’s history. 


are pictured in the 
history and the on 


Her sorrow and her hopes 
y 


It is the onl 
in which the Navajo can write his or 


blanket. 


figures. 
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THE SWAPPING SONG | ae 


Allegretto 

1) 4 
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(PT En) Se A NES SS 

A AENA AT A IT ES Ta D UN STA ye: HE di Y Y > ME ECN E) DEI Y TESEI y DE IN el 
VESTIR METE SEE 1 LL E a | 

a isco 


Sr A NA 
When I was a. lit - tle boy I lived by my- self,_. And 
all the bread and cheese I got I kept up-on a  shelf.____ 


Straw strad-dleé, 


The Swapping Song 


When I was a little boy I lived by myself, 
And all the bread and cheese I got I kept upon a shelf. 


Wing wong waddle, 

To my jack-straw straddle, 
To my John fair faddle, 
To my long ways home. 


The rats and the mice, they led me such a life, 
I had to go to London to buy me a wife. 
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U.S.A.(Kentucky) 


The lanes were so long and the streets were so narrow 
I had to bring her home in an old wheelbarrow. 


The wheelbarrow broke and my wife got a fall, 
Down came wheelbarrow, little wife and all. 


Swapped my wheelbarrow and got me a horse, 
Then I rode from cross to cross. 


Swapped my horse and got me a mare, 
Then I rode from fare to fare. 


Swapped my mare and got me a mule, 
Then I rode like a dag-gone fool. 


Swapped my mule and got me a cow, 
In that trade I just learned how. 


Swapped my cow and got mea calf, 
In that trade I just lost half. 


Swapped my calf and got me a sheep, 
Then I rode myself to sleep. 


Swapped my sheep and got me a hen, 
Oh, what a pretty thing I had then! 


Swapped my hen and got me a rat, 
Put it on the haystack away from the cat. 


Swapped my rat and got me a mole, 
Dag-gone thing ran straight to its hole! 


THE LITTLE MOHEE 


one 
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; 
care - less did Stray o 


The Little Mohee 


As 1 was a-walking for pleasure one day, 
In sweet recreation I careless did stray. 


As I sat a-musing, myself on the grass, 
O who did I spy but a young Indian lass. 


She came, sat down by me, took hold of my hand 
And said, “You re a stranger and in a strange land. 


My father’s a chieftain, a chieftain is he; 
. I’mhis only daughter; my name is Mohee; 


And if you will follow you’re welcome to come 
And dwell in the cottage which 1 call it my home.” 


“O no, my dear maiden, that never can be, 
I have a dear sweetheart and I know that she loves me. 


I will not forsake her; I know she loves me; 
Her heart is as true as any Mohee.” 


It was early one morning, one morning in May; 
I broke her fond heart by the words that I did say: 


“I'm going to leave you, so fare you well, my dear, 
My ship’s sails are spreading and home I must steer.” 


The last time I saw her she stood on the strand, 
And as my ship passed by her waved me her hand, 


Saying, “When you get over to the girl that you love 
Remember little Mohee in the cocoanut grove.” 


My friends and companions around me I see; 
But none can compare with the little Mohee. 


The girl I had trusted had proved untrue to me; 
I turned my course backward far over the sea. 


I turned my course backward, and backward did flee 
To spend my last days with the little Mohee. 
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Barbara Allen 


All in the merry month of May 
When green buds were a-swelling, 
William Green on his death-bed lay 
For love of Barbara Allen. 


He sent his servant to the town 
To the place where she was dwelling, 
Saying, “Love, there is a call for you 
If your name is Barbara Allen.” 


She was very slowly getting up 

And very slowly going; 

The only words she said to him 

Were, “Young man, I think you’re dying. 


“Don’t you remember the other day 
When you were in town a-drinking, 

You drank a health to the ladies all around 
And slighted Barbara Allen?” 


“O yes, I remember the other day 
When I was in town a-drinking, 

I drank a health to the ladies all around, 
But my love to Barbara Allen.” 


He turned his pale face to the wall, 
And death was in him dwelling; 
“Adieu, adieu to my friends all; 
Be kind to Barbara Allen.” 


When she got in two miles of town 
She heard the death bells ringing. 
They rang so clear, as if to say, 
“Hard-hearted Barbara Allen.” 


So she looked east and she looked west 

And saw the cold corpse coming. 

She says, “Come round, you nice young man, 
And let me look upon you.” 


The more she looked, the more she grieved 
Until she burst out crying, 

“Perhaps I could have saved that young man's life 
Who now is here a-lying. 


“O mother, O mother, come make my bed; 
O make it both soft and narrow; 

For sweet William died today, 

And I will die tomorrow. 


“O father, O father, come dig my grave; 
O dig it deep and narrow; 

For sweet William died in love, 

And I will die in sorrow.” 


Sweet William was buried in the old church tomb, 
Barbara Allen was buried in the yard; 

Out of William's heart grew a red rose; 

Out of Barbara Allen's grew a brier. 


They grew and grew to the old church tower, 
And they could not grow any higher; 

And at the end tied a true lover’s knot, 

And the rose wrapped around the brier. 
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Recorded by 
Evelyn K. Wells 
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Christ Was Born in Bethlehem 


For angels took a-hold of the corner 


And rolled the stone away. 


Christ was born in Bethlehem 


And Mary was his niece. 
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THE LITTLE FAMILY. 
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evn-ing they __ raised their voic- es 


The Little Family 


There was a little family lived up in Bethany ; 

Two sisters and one brother composed this family. 

With prayer and with singing, like angels in the sky, 
At morning and at evening they raised their voices high. 


They lived in peace and pleasure for many a lonely year, 

And laid away their treasure beyond this vale of tears. 
Though poor and without money, their kindness made amends, 
Their house was ever open to Jesus and his friends. 


Although they lived so happy, so kind, so pure and good, 
Their brother was afflicted and by it thrown in bed. 

Poor Martha and her sister, they wept aloud and cried; 
But still he grew no better; he lingered on and died. 


The Jews came to the sisters, laid Lazarus in the tomb. 
And tried for to comfort and drive away their gloom. 
When Jesus heard the tidings, far in a distant land, 
So swiftly did he travel to see that lonely band. 


And while he was a-coming Martha met him on the way, 
And told him that her brother had died and passed away, 
He blessed and he cheered her, and told her not to weep, 
For in him was the power to raise him from his sleep. 


Yet while he was a-coming Mary met him, lonely too; 

Down at his feet a-weeping rehearsed the tale of woe. 

When Jesus saw her weeping, he fell a-weeping too, 

And wept until they showed him where Lazarus was entombed. 


He rolled away the cover and looked upon the grave, 
And prayed unto his Father his loving friend to save; 
And Lazarus, in full power, came from the gloomy mound; 
And in full life and vigor he walked upon the ground. 


So all you who love Jesus and do his holy will, 

Like Mary and like Martha, you'll always use him well. 
He’ll comfort and redeem you and take you to the skies, 
And bid you live forever where pleasure never dies. 
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AUNT LEAHS SONG 


Recorded by - 
Animato Evelyn K. Wells 


He would not tell his 
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though he were a though he were a 


Aunt Leah’s Song 


A gentleman came to our house, The chickens they began to crow 
He would not tell his name; And daylight did appear. 

I knew he came a-courting “How-dye-do, good morning, sir, 
Although he were ashamed. I’m glad to see you here!” 

He: moved his chair up by my side; “It's weary of the livelong night, 
His fancy pleased me well; It’s weary of my life; 

I thought the spirit moved him If this is what you call courting, boys, 
Some handsome tale to tell. I’ll never take a wife!” 

Oh, there he sat the livelong night, And when he goes in company 
And not a word did say; The girls all laugh for sport, 

And many a sigh and bitter groan, Saying, “Yonder comes that same dang fool 
He ofttimes wished for day. Who don’t know how to court!” 
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AINT GOIN STUDY WAR NO MORE 


As sung at 
Fisk University 


Allegro moderato 
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Study War No More 


Ain’t Goin’ 


’ shield, 


13 


lay down my sword an 


Down by the riverside, 
I’m goin’ lay down my sword an’ shield, 


m goin’ 


l’ 


Down by the riverside, 


Ain't goin’ study war no more. 


put on my long white robe. 


I’m goin’ 


put on my starry crown. 


, 


I’m goin 


I’m goin’ put on my golden shoes. 


I’m goin’ talk with the Prince of Peace. 
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ARGUING THE BARGAIN 


Arranged by 
Sonoma Talley 


Moderato 


oh 


Last time only 
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tol’ me dat you love 


» TY 
E ae Dur 


D.S. al Fine 


Arguing the Bargain 


l'se arguin’ a barg’in, my honey love, 
I’se arguin' a barg'in, my honey love. 


Don't you ’member, a liddle while ago, 
You tol’ me dat you love me? It mus’ be so. 


Heart's all love, an' dat love it seem to grow. 
O you mus’ love me, darlin’ ; it can be so. 


Tf you don't love me I'll sorrow way below, 
I’ll die an’ go to Glory! It will be so. 
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Arranged b 
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Allegretto 
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om. à 
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a 
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dem  short-en gals! O have mer- cy on my soul! 


Jaybird 


De Jaybird jump from lim’ to lim’, 

An’ he tell Bre’r Rabbit to do lak him. 
Bre’r Rabbit say to de cunnin’ elf: 

“You jes’ want me to fall an’ kill myself.” 


I loves dem shorten gals! 
I loves dem shorten gals! 
O have mercy on my soul! 


Dat Jaybird a-settin’ on a swingin’ lim’, 
He wink at me an’ I wink at him. 

He laugh at me w’en my gun “crack”; 
It kick me down on de flat o” my back. 


Nex’ day de Jaybird dance dat lim’, 

I grabs my gun fer to shoot at him. 

W’en I “crack” down, it split my chin, 
*“Ole Aggie Cunjer” fly lak sin. 


Way down yon’er at de risin’ sun, 

Jaybird a’talkin’ wid a forked tongue, 

He’s been down dar whar de bad mens dwell— 
+“Ole Friday Devil,” fare-you-well! 


*Witch woman. 


t‘‘The old Negro superstition of slavery days which declared that it was 
almost impossible to find jaybirdson Friday because they went to Hades 
to carry sand to the Devil. 


Melody and text from ‘‘ Negro Folk Rhymes,’ by THOMAS W. TALLEY. 
Copyright, 1922, by The Macmillan Company. Published by permission. 
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Recorded by 
Pauline Worth Hamlin 


Moderato 


pro - 


I 


re - lig-ions 


the 


all 


Un 
Y 
E 
i] 
© 
E 
oy 
a 
Y 
g 
© 
La 
! 
&p 
or 
— 
! 
o 
Ea 


the 


all 


a 
di 


A 
sil 


ph 
5] 


down 


in? place 


There's no hid 


in? place down here! 


no hid - 


pe 
y] 


34839 


U.S.A. (Negro) 
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No Hidin’ Place 


Of all the religions I profess, ]3 
I much prefer the Methodis’. 


There’s no hidin’ place down here! 

There's no hidin’ place down here, 
Hallelujah! 

There's no hidin’ place down here. * 

I went to the Rock to hide my face 

An the Rock cried out, “No hidin place!” 

There's no hidin’ place down here. 


O Mary had a golden chain, ]3 
An’ every link was Jesus’ name. 


Now I believe without a doubt ]3 
That the Christian has a right to shout. 


A sinner sat at the gates of hell, ]3 
An’ the gates oped up an’ in he fell. 
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From “Afro - American Folksongs” by H.E. Krehbiel 


Copyright, 1914, by G. Schirmer (Inc.) 
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U.S.A. (Negro) 


Nobody Knows de Trouble I’ve Seen 


Nobody knows de trouble I've seen, 
Nobody knows but Jesus, 
Nobody knows de trouble I’ve seen, 
Glory Hallelujah! 


Sometimes I’m up, sometimes I’m down! 
O yes, Lord! 

Sometimes I’m almost to de groun’; 
O yes, Lord! 


What makes old Satan hate me so? 
O yes, Lord! 

Because he got me once, but he let me go. 
O yes, Lord! 


34839 


43 


U.S. A.(Negro) 


HEAR THE LAMBS A-CRYING 


As sung at 
Fisk University 


Lento con molto sentimento 
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Hear the Lambs A-Crying! 


You hear the lambs a-crying? 
Hear the lambs a-crying! 
Hear the lambs a-crying! 

O Shepherd, feed my sheep! 


My Savior spoke these words so sweet, 
O Shepherd, feed my sheep! 

Peter, if you love me, feed my sheep. 
O Shepherd, fecd my sheep! 

Lord, I love Thee, Thou dost know, 
O Shepherd, feed my sheep! 

Give me grace to love Thee more. 
O Shepherd, feed my sheep. 


When I groan upon the tree, 
When Thou seest, pity me; 

For I’m a pilgrim trav'ling home, 
The lonesome road my Savior trod. 


U.S.A. (Negro) 


D.C. al Fine 
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RISE UP, SHEPHERD, AN’ FOLLER 


U.S. A. (Negro) 


Arranged by 
Franklin Robinson 


Moderato 
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Melody and text from 
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Rise up, shep-herd, an’ 


Rise up, shep-herd, an’ 


Beth-le - hem, —_ Rise up, shep-herd, an’ 


Rise Up, Shepherd, An’ Foller 


Dere’s a Star in de Eas’ on Christmas morn, 
Rise up, shepherd, an’ foller ; 

It’ll lead t’ de place where de Savior’s born, 
Rise up, shepherd, an’ foller. 


Leave yo’ sheep an’ leave yo’ lambs, 
Rise up, shepherd, an’ foller; 
Leave yo’ ewes an’ leave yo’ rams, 
Rise up, shepherd, an’ foller. 
Foller, foller, 
Rise up, shepherd, an’ foller, 
Foller de Star o” Bethlehem, 
Rise up, shepherd, an’ foller. 


If yo’ take good heed to de angel’s words, 
Rise up, shepherd, an’ foller, 

Yo’ll forget yo’ flocks, yo’ll forget yo’ herds ; 
Rise up, shepherd, an’ foller. 
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U.S.A. (Negro) BEHOLD THAT STAR Nis 


Words by Melody by 
Thomas W. Talley Thomas W. Talley 


Allegro 


Be-hold that . Be - hold that 


Be - hold that star! _ 
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There was no room found in the inn, This is the star of Beth-le-hem, For 


Him who was born free from sin, 


Published by permission D.C. al Fine 


Behold that Star! 


Behold that star! 

Behold that star up yonder! 
Behold that star! : 

It is the star of Bethlehem. 


There was no room found in the inn, 
This ts the star of Bethlehem, 

For Him who was born free from sin. 
This ts the star of Bethlehem. 


The wise men came on from the East, 
To worship Him, the Prince of Peace. 


A song broke forth upon the night, 
From angel hosts all robed in white. 
THOMAS W. TALLEY 
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PO’ LIL LOLO 
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Recorded by H. E. Krehbiel 
Arranged by H. T. Burleigh 


English version by 
Margaret Widdemer 


Andante cantabile 
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From Afro-American Folksongs by H.E. Krehbiel. 


Copyright, 1914, by G. Schirmer (Inc.) 
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U.S.A. (Creole) 


Silk ban- 
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Ca - la 


all racked wid pain. 


She 
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sor-row, sor-row, sor - row; Down A her heart she___ got mis-er - y! 


Pov’ Piti Lolotte 


Pov’ piti Lolotte a mouin, 
Pov’ piti Lolotte a mouin, 
Li gagnin bobo, bobo, 

Li gagnin doulé. 

Calalou poté madrasse, 

Li poté jipon garni. 


Pov’ piti Lolotte a mouin, 
Pov’ piti Lolotte a mouin, 

Lt gagnin bobo, bobo, 

Li gagnin doulé, doulé, doulé, 


Li gagnin doulé dans ker a li. 


Pov’ piti Lolotte a mouin, 
Pov’ piti Lolotte a mouin, 

Li gagnin bobo, bobo, 

Li gagnin doulé. 

D’amour quand poté la chaine, 
Adieu courri tout bonheur. 


English version by 
Marion MacArthur Laing 


Allegretto grazioso 
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Po’ Lil Lolo 


Po’ lil Lolo, she gwine die, 
Po’ lil Lolo, she gwine die; 
All she got is misery; 

She all racked wid pain. 
Calalou got ’broidered skirt, 
Silk bandanna fo’ her haid. 


Po’ lit Lolo, she gwine die, 

Po’ lil Lolo, she gwine die; 

All she got 1s misery; 

She got a sorrow, sorrow, sorrow; 
Down in her heart she got misery. 


Po’ lil Lolo, she gwine die, 

Po’ lil Lolo, she gwine die; 

All she got is misery; 

She all racked wid pain. 

When you got love’s chains on you 
Happiness gwine run fum you. 


English version by 
MARGARET WIDDEMER 
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Su-zette, you do not care; 


U.S. A. (Creole) 
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English version by 
MARION MACARTHUR LAING 
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English version by 
Marguerite Wilkinson 
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HAWAII 
Aloha Oe 


Haaheo e ka ua i na pali, 
Ke nihi a e la i kanahele; 
E uhai ana paha i ka liko 
Pua ahihi lehua o uka. 


Aloha oe, aloha oe, 

E ke onaona noho i ka lipo; 
One fond embrace a hoi ae au, 
Until we meet again. 


Maopopo kuu ike i ka nani, 
Na pua rose o Maunawili, 
Ilaila hiaai ai na manu, 
Mikiala i ka nani o ka liko. 


QUEEN LILIUOKALANI 


Aloha Oe 


From the cloud on the cliff the rain is falling, 
The rain is as soft as a kiss, my dear one, 
And it drenches the nest where birds are calling, 
And the flower it opens, O my dear one! 


O fare thee well, O fare thee well, 

All the earth with joy and love and life is singing. 

One fond embrace to hold within my heart 
Until we meet again. 


Like the beautiful rose of Maunawili 

That gladdens the birds in the nest, my dear one, 
Like the cliff by the ocean is the beauty 

Of the heart that has known them, O my dear one. 


English version by 
MARGUERITE WILKINSON 


seat WHAT IS LOVE? 


English version by 
Margaret Widdemer 


Allegro moderato 
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Last verse 


What Is Love? 


He Mana’o He Aloha 


coming ? 
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What is this strange feelin 


He mana'o he aloha 


It is love from out the air. 


Ka ipo lei manu. 


Ah, he who loves me, I love him: 


He manu kuu hoa 


He has my heart and soul! 


No ho mai ika nahele. 


Haina ka puana la 


Now am I done with my singing; 


I’m swept away by love. 


Ani kaulilau. 


English version by 
MARGARET WIDDEMER 
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CECILIA 


60 


Hill 


Arranged by 


Edward Burlingame 


English version by 
Anne Higginson Spicer 
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CANADA (French) 


Cécilia 
Mon per” n'avait fille que moi, ]2 


Encor’ sur la mer il m'envoie ; 


Sautez, mignonne Cécilia. 
Ah, ah, ah, ah, ah, ah! 
Cécilia, ah, ah! 
Cécilia. 


Encor’ sur la mer il m'envoie, ]2 
Le marinier qui m’y menait, 


Le marinier qui m'y menait, ]2 
Tl devint amoureux de moi. 


Il devint amoureux de moi. |2 
. . . Ma mignonette, embrassez-moi. 


Ma mignonette, embrassez-moi. ]2 
. . Nenni, Monsieur, je n’oserais. 


Nenni, Monsieur, je n’oserais, ]2 
Car si mon papa le savait, 


Car si mon papa le savait, ]2 
Fille battue ce serait moi. 


Fille battue ce serait moi. ]2 


. . . Voulez-vous, bell’, qui lui dirait ? 


*Voulez-vous, bell’ qui lui dirait? ]2 
. . Ce serait les oiseaux des bois. 


Ce serait les oiseaux des bois. ]2 


. . . Les oiseaux des bois parlent-ils ? 


Les oiseaux des bois parlent-ils? ]2 
. . . ls parl’nt francais, latin aussi. 


Ils parl’nt francais, latin aussi. ]2 
Hélas! que le monde est malin— 


Hélas! que le monde est malin ]2 
D’apprendre aux oiseaux le latin. 


Cecilia 


My father had no girl but me, ]2 
And so he sent me off to sea. 


Dance then, my darling Cecilia 
Ah, ah, ah, ah, ah, ah! 
Cecilia, ah, ah! 
Cecilia. 


And so he sent me off to sea; ]2 
A sailor lad conducted me. 


A sailor lad conducted me, ]2 
Who quickly fell in love, did he. 


Who quickly fell in love, did he, ]2 
And, “Love,” he said, “give a kiss to me.” 


And, “Love,” he said, “give a kiss to me,” ]2 
“TI fear, good sir, that cannot be. 


“T fear, good sir, that cannot be, ]2 
Father would know, and then, ah me! 


“Father would know, and then, ah me! ]2 
A beaten daughter 1 would be. 


“A beaten daughter I would be.” ]2 
“Who would tell on us I don’t see. 


“Who would tell on us I don't see.” ]2 
Two little birds that sing on the tree.” 


“Two little birds that sing on the tree? |2 
Can little birds talk like you and me?” 


“Can litthe birds talk like you and me? |2 
“Yes, French and Latin as you shall see. 


“Yes, French and Latin as you shall see. 
“The world is a cruel place to be, ]2 


“The world is a cruel place to be, ]2 
“When Latin is taught to birds on the tree!” 


English version by 
ANNE HIGGINSON SPICER 
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Arranged by 
Edward Burlingame Hill 


English version by 
Anne Higginson Spicer 
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CANADA (French) 


La Belle Francoise 


C’est la belle Francoise, 
Lon gas, 
C’est la belle Francoise 
Qui veut s’y marier, 
Ma luron lurette, 
Qui veut s’y marier, 
Ma luron luré. 
Son amant va la voire 
Bien tard après souper. 
Il la trouva seulette 
Sur son lit qui pleurait. 
. . . Ah! qu’av’-vous donc, la belle, 
Qu’av’-vous a tant pleurer? 
. . . On mía dit, hier au soire, 
Qu’a la guerr’ vous alliez. 
. . . Ceux qui vous l’ont dit, belle, 
Ont dit la vérité. 
Venez m’y reconduire, 
Jusqu’au pied du rocher. 
Adieu, belle Francoise, 
Je vous epouserai 
Au retour de la guerre, 
Si j'y suis respecté. 


CANADA (French) 


63 


Pretty Fanny 


It is the pretty Fanny, 

Lon gai,* 
It is the pretty Fanny 
Who seeks her wedding day. 

Ma iuron, lurette,t 
Who seeks her wedding day, 

Ma luron, luré.t 
Her lover comes a-calling 
When supper’s put away. 
All by herself he found her, 
And weeping where she lay. 
‘What ails you then, my dearest? 
Why weep the hours away?” 
“Last night they came and told me 
To war you must away.” 
“The tale that they have told you, 
It’s all true what they say. 
“To our old rock come with me 
To cheer me on my way. 
“So fare you well, sweet Fanny, 
My wife you’ll be some day, 
“When I return from battle 
If safely come I may.” 


English version by 
ANNE HIGGINSON SPICER 


*Gay. tLu-ret-ta. jLu-ray. 


A CHANGE OF MIND 


English version by 
Theodosia Garrison 
Moderato 


choose one’s 


Arranged by 
Edward Burlingame Hill 


change one's 


64 CANADA (French) 


you, young 


Le Changement A Change of Mind 

Le changement n’est pas défendu, "Tis not forbidden to change one’s mind, 
J’en amerai bien d'autres; Nor yet to choose one’s fate, Sir; 
En vous perdant, mon beau monsieur, And losing you, young man, I find 
Je ne perds pas grand’ chose! My loss is not so great, Sir. 

C’est pour vous dire encore bien mieux And this I tell and tell you still: 

Que j’aime quand je veux. I Jove but where I will. 
Si j'vous ai dit que je vous aimais, If once I said that I loved you well, 
Ne fallait pas le croire; Now, why should you believe it? 
Si je Pai dit, je m’en dédit— ’Twas but a jest I chose to tell,— 
J’en perds donc la mémoire. More fool vou to receive it! 

C’est pour vous dire encore bien mieux And this I tell and tell you still: 

Que j’aime quand je veux. I love but where I will. 


English version by 
THEODOSIA GARRISON 
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LA BASTRINGUE 


CANADA (French) 


Harmonization and English version by 
Harvey Worthington Loomis 


Melody and text transcribed by 
Alice La Mothe 
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dance with me? 


La Bastringue 


Mademoisell’, voulez-vous danser 
La Bastringue, La Bastringue? 
Mademoisell’, voulez-vous danser 
La Bastringue qui va commencer ? 


Merci, Monsieur, je n’ai pas des souliers ]3 
Pour danser La Bastringue qui va commencer! 


Mademoisell’, voulez-vous, etc. 


La Bastringue* 


Fair damozel, wilt thou dance with me 

La Bastringue, La Bastringue? 

Fair damozel, wilt thou dance with me? 
Suppliant here am I, bending the knee. 


Fain would I dance, but my slippers are lost! ]2 
How would a barefooted maiden appear 
In the maze of the dance with a gay cavalier? 


Fair damozel, etc. 
| English version by 
HARVEY WORTHINGTON LOOMIS 
*Pron.: Bas-strahng-u(r). 
From ‘‘ Negro Folk Singing Games and Folk Games of the Habitants.’’ By Grace Cleveland 
Porter. 
Copyright: London, by J. Curwen & Sons Ltd., U. $. A., 1914, by Grace Cleveland Porter. 
Used by permission. 
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CANADA (French) 


Isabeau s’y promene 


Isabeau s’y promène 
Le long de son jardin. ]2 


Sur le bord de Vile, 

Le long de son jardin 
Sur le‘bord de l’eau, 
Sur le bord du vaisseau. 


Elle fit un’ rencontre 
De trente matelots. ]2 


Le plus jeune des trente, 
Il se mit à chanter. ]2 


. . . La chanson que tu chantes, 
Je voudrais la savoir. ]2 


. . Embarque dans ma barque, 
Je te la chanterai. ]2 


Quand ell’ fut dans la barque 
Ell’ se mit a pleurer. ]2 


. . . Qu’avez-vous donc, la belle, 
Qu'av'-vous à tant pleurer? ]2 


. . . Je pleur’ mon anneau d'ore, 
Dans l'eau-z-il est tombé. ]2 


. . . Ne pleurez point, la belle, 
Je vous le plongerai. ]2 


De la premiere plonge 
Il n’a rien ramené. ]2 


De la seconde plonge 
L’anneau-z-a voltigé. ]2 


De la troisieme plonge 
Le galant s’est noyé. ]2 


CANADA (French) 


Fair Isabeau was Walking 


Fair Isabeau was walking 
Her garden paths along. ]2 


On the tsland margin, 
Her garden paths along, 

At the water’s edge 

Within call of a ship. 


She met there in her garden 
Full thirty sailor men. ]2 


The youngest of the thirty 
Began to sing a song. ]2 


“The song that you are singing, 
O tell me what it is.” ]2 


“If you will board my good ship 
Then I will sing to you.” ]2' 


But when she crossed the good ship 
So sorely did she weep. ]2 


“O Beauty, what's the matter? 
Why do you weep so sore?”  ]2 


“My gold ring I am mourning; 
I dropped it in the sea.” ]2 


“O never weep, my Beauty, 
Swift for it I will dive.” ]2 


The first dive in the billows 
Gave nothing to his hand. ]2 


The next time did the sailor 
See fluttering down the ring. ]2 


The third time dived the gallant 
Ah, never to return. ]2 


English version by 
ZONA GALE 


SHEPHERDESS, WHENCE COME YOU? 


English version by 
Margaret Widdemer 


Andante con moto 


ess, whence come you, Whence come 


From the sta - ble 


D’ou viens-tu, Bergére? 


2 


D'oú viens-tu, a] 
D'oú viens-tu? 
Je viens de l'étable, 
De m’y promener; 
J’ai vu un miracle 
Ce soir arrivé. 
Qu’as-tu vu, eee 
Qu’as tu vu? 
J’ai vu dans la créche 
Un petit enfant 
Sur la paille fraiche 


Mis bien tendrement. 


Rien de plus, bergere, E 
Rien de plus? 
Saint’ Marie, sa mère, 


Qui lui fait boir’ du lait, 


Saint Joseph, son pére, 
Qui tremble de froid. 

Rien de plus, bergere, E 
Rien de plus? 

Ya le boeuf et l’âne 
Qui sont par devant, 

Avec leur haleine 
Réchauffant l'enfant. 

Rien de plus, bergère, 2 
Rien de plus? 

Ya trois petits anges 
Descendus du ciel, 

Chantant les louanges 
Du père éternel. 
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Shepherdess, Whence Come ‘you? 


Shepherdess, whence come vue 
Whence come you? 

From the stable yonder 
As I walked this night, 

I have seen a wonder 
Shining all so bright. 


Shepherdess, what saw ea: 
What saw you? 

In the manger sleeping 
A young child I saw, 

That his rest was keeping 
Softly on the straw. 


Shepherdess, what more, Lely 
Tell us true? 
Mary was his mother, 
Gave to him the breast; 
Joseph was his father, 
Scarce for cold could rest. 


Shepherdess, what more, et 
Tell us true? 
Ox and ass were kneeling 
Lowly in the stall, 
While their white breath stealing 
Warmed the king of all. 
Shepherdess, what more, SEE 
Tell us true? 
Down there came from Heaven 
Little angels three, 
There praise to Christ was given, 
God eternally. 
English version by 
MARGARET WIDDEMER 
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Galan Incognita . 


En noche lóbrega galán incógnita 
Las calles céntricas atravezó, 
Y bajo clásica ventana gótica 
Templo su citara y asi cantó: 
“Virgen purisima, de rostro angélico, 
Que en blancas sábanas durmiendo estás, 
Despierta y Oyeme, que en dulces cánticos, 
Suspiros trémulos vengo a exhalár.” 


La bella silfide que oyó estos cánticos 
Bajo sus sábanas se acurrucó, 
Y dijo, “Cáscaras, es el murciélago, 
Que anda romántico no le abro yó. 
Porque si salgo yo en noche lóbrega, 
Me van los céfiros a constipar.” 
Y el pobre músico cogió su citara, 
Y a otra ventana se fué a cantar. 


The Incognito Gallant 


One cloudy night a gallant took his secret way, 
And left the crowded avenues behind ; 
Beneath an old-time balcony began to play 
And sing his love unto the evening wind. 
“O maiden pure.and fair, and maid of saintly face, 
In your white sheets so gently sleeping there, 
O wake to hear my songs; O rise and grant me grace; 
O hear my trembling sighs, my lady fair.” 


The pretty maid o'erheard what he was driving at, 
And hid her head beneath the sheets of snow. 
And murmured, “Pshaw! ’tis only some old, idle bat; 

Romantic, yes, but I'll not open—no! 
For if I run about the house this chilly night 
My death of cold it will most surely bring.” 
The poor musician bound his frail guitar up tight, 
And to another window went to sing. 


Translation by 
THOMAS WALSH 
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THE PEASANT GIRL ts 


Translation by 
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poco piu mosso 3 


dead a - bove__ me, O 


La Guajira 


Yo vivo sola en el mundo ]2 
Y de mi nadie se acuerda ; 
Busco la sombra del árbol, 
Y los árboles se secan, vida mia! 


Ay, mare, yo fui a la feria, ]2 
A la feria del amor. 
Mare, yo compre un juguete, 
Y qué caro me costó, mare mia! 


The Peasant Girl 


In the world live I all lonely; ]2 
There's none on earth who will love me; 
From the trees, shade sought I only, 
And their boughs are dead above me— 
O my darling! 


I went to market, my mother, ]2 

To the booth where love is sold— 
Mother, I bought but a trinket, 

And it cost dearer than gold, 


O my mother! 
Translation by 
MUNA LEE 
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El Perico 


Sefiora, su periquito 

Me quiere llevar al rio, 

Y yo lo digo que no, 
Porque me muero de frio. 


Pica, pica, pica, perico, 
Pica, pica, pica la arena; 
Pica, pica, pica, perico, 


Pica, pica, pica a tu hermana. 


Quisiera ser periquito, 

Para andar siempre en el aire, 
Y allí decirte secretos 

Sin que los oyera nadie. 


"Vuela, vuela, vuela, perico, 
Vete á la tierra caliente; 
Huye, huye, huye, perico, 
Huye, húyete de la gente. 


TO JEREZ WE WILL GO 


The Poll-Parrot 


My lady, your little parrot 
Wants to take me to the river. 
I’ve told him I will not go there, 
I’d die with cold all a-shiver! 


Peck, O peck, O peck, poll-parrot, 
Peck, O peck, O peck the sand crystals, 
Peck, O peck, O peck, poll-parrot, 
Peck, O peck, O peck at your sister! 


I should like to be a parrot, 
In the air shifting and veering, 
There to tell you all my secrets 
Without anybody’s hearing. 


Fly off, fly off, fly off, poll-parrot, 

Seek the hotter lands of the tropics ; 
Flee then, flee then, flee then, poll-parrot, 
Flee then, flee then from everybody! 


Translation by 
Muna LEE 
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“Why don't you put in the on- ions?” For in that’s no sin what - ev - er! 


Jarabe Tapatio To Jerez We Will Go 
Si quieres vámonos para Jerez, ]2 O if you wish, to Jerez* we will go, ]2 
A ver aquella, aquella, aquella, ]3 To see that lady, to see that lady, ]3 
Aquella que hace muy bien con los pies. That lady who knows how to shake her toe. 
Si quieres vámonos a Zapotlán, ]2 O if you wish, let's go to Zapotlan, ]2 
A ver aquella, aquella, aquella, ]3 To see that lady, to see that lady, ]3 
Aquella que hace tan sabroso pan. That lady who kneads up her bread so fine. 


Pronounced Her-réth. 


El Atole The Gruel 
Ya el pato se está cociendo, Now the gander is a-boiling, 
En los hervores de la olla, In the steamy kettle bubbling ; 
Saca la cabeza y dice: Out he sticks his head and asks us, 
Porque no me echan cebolla? “Why don’t you put in the onions?” 
Vengan a tomar atole, Come on in and taste the gruel, 
Todos los que van pasando; ; All who pass here; now’s the hour! 
Es que el atolito bueno, For this gruel, appetizing, 
El atole se está agriando. This fine gruel's turning sour. 
Vengan a beber atole, Come on in to drink the gruel, 
Todos los que van pasando, All who pass here; now's the hour! 
Que si el atole está bueno, = For although the gruel’s splendid, 
La atolera se está agriando. It’s the cook that's turning sour. 
De este atolito de leche, Of the gruel nice and milky, 
Y tamales de manteca, And tamales made with butter, 
Todo el mundo se aproveche, Let all here now take advantage, 
Que por esto no se peca. For in that's no sin whatever! 
Translation by 
MUNA LEE 
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Los Peregrinos 


En nombré del cielo, 

Os pido posada, 
Pues no puede andar 

Ya mi esposa amada. 


Aqui no es meson, 
Sigan adelante, 

Pues no vaya a ser 
Algun tunante. 


Mi esposa es Maria 

La Reina del Cielo, 
Os pido posada 

Por solo una noche. 


Pues si es una Reina 
Quién lo solicita, 

¿Cómo es que de noche 
Anda tan solita? 


Yo soy carpintero 
De nombre José, 
Mi esposa es Maria 
La Madre de Dios. 


Si eres tu José 

Y tu esposa es Maria, 
Entren, peregrinos, 

No los conocia. 


Entren, santos peregrinos, peregrinos, 


A este humilde rincón 
No de mi pobre morada, morada, 
Sino de mi corazón. 


Echen confites y canelones 


Para los muchachos que son comelones. 


Castaña asada, piña cubierta, 
Denle de palos a los de la puerta 


Andale, Lola, no te dilates 
Con la canasta de los cacahuates. 


En esta posada nos hemos chasqueado 
Porque la dueña nada nos ha dado. 


The Pilgrims 


In the name of Heaven, 

I ask you for shelter, 
For my wife is tired; 

She can go no farther. 


I am no inn-keeper ; 

You two cannot stay here— 
(Scoundrel he may be, 

Who would make a fray here!) 


My wife is that Mary 

Who is Queen of Heaven— 
Shelter you refuse 

Just for one night even? 


Well, if she’s so queenly, 

She’s not wished nor known here! 
How is it at night 

She goes forth alone here? 


Carpenter you see me, 

My name’s Joseph, brother ; 
Mary is my wife— 

She is God’s own Mother. 


If your name is Joseph, 
Mary there beside you, 

You two we knew not; 
Enter, good betide you! 


Come in, pilgrims, holy pilgrims, holy pilgrims, 
In this nook take your part; 

Not alone of my poor dwelling, my poor dwelling, 
But take also of my heart. 


(The Children) 


Scatter the candies, scatter the sweets now, 
For all the children are wanting to eat now. 


Candied pineapple! chestnuts well roasted! 
Hit with a stick all those at the door posted! 


Come on then, Lola! Hurry, we ask it! 
Bring us the peanuts you have in the basket! 


Here from this dwelling we’ll go off sadly ; 
They’ve giv'n us nothing and treated us badly ! 


Translation by 
Muna LEE 
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Amapolita Morada 


Amapolita morada 

De los llanos de Tepic, 

Si no estas enamorada, 
Enamorate de mi. 
Despierta, adorada mia, 
Despierta que amaneció. 
Que amanece, que amanece, 
Rosita de Jericó. 


Si el sereno de la calle 
Me quisiera hacer favor, 
De apagar su linternita 
Inter que pasa mi amor. 
Mil gracias, señor sereno, 
Mil gracias por el favor. 
Ya encienda su linternita 
Porque ya paso mi amor. 


Little Purple Poppy 


Poppy, little purple lady 

From the meadows near Tepic, 

If you're not in love already 

Why don't you try to love me? 
Wake up now, wake up, belovéd, 

For dawn now is all aglow; 

Yes, it’s dawning, yes, it's dawning, 
Sweet rosebud from Jerico! 


If the watchman at the corner 
Wishes to be kind to me, 

Let him veil his lighted lantern 

So none my dear love may see. 

O thanks to you, dear old watchman, 
How kind you have been to me! 
Light again your little lantern; 
When my love passed, none did see. 


Translation by 
MUNA LEE 
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Poor wee owl- et, poor lit-tle owl- et, 


D.S. al Fine 


Tecolotito 


Tecolotito morado, 

Pájaro madrugador. 

Me prestaras tus alitas, ]3 
Para ir a vera miamor. |2 


Tecuru cua, cua, cua, ]3 
Probecito tecolotito, 
Ya se cansa de llorar. 


Si yo fuero tecolote, 

No me lanzaría a volar. 

Me quedara en mi nidito ]3 
Y acabándome de criar. ]2 


The Owlet 


Baby owlet, purple owlet, 

Singing as dawn shines above, 

Won't you lend me your swift pinions ]3 
That I may fly to my love? ]2 


Tecuru kwa, kwa, kwa, ]3 
Poor wee owlet, poor little owlet, 
It is tired from crying so. 


If I were a little owlet, 
I would never steal away; 
Till my wings were strong and steady, |3 
Safe within my nest I'd stay. ]2 
Translation by 
Muna LEE 
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El Payo | The Bumpkin 


Estaba un payo sentado 

En las trancas de un corral; 
Y el mayordomo le dice: 
“No estés triste, Nicolas.” 


One time a bumpkin was sitting 
At the entrance of the corral, 
And the overseer said to him, 
“Why so gloomy, Nicolas?” 


“Si quiere que no este triste, 
Lo que pida me han de dar.” 
Y el mayordomo le dice: 

“Vé pidiendo, Nicolas.” 


“Tf you don’t want me to be gloomy, 
You have to give what I ask.” 
And the overseer said to him, 
“Ask right on then, Nicolas!” 


“Necesito de esa china 
Porque me quiero casar.” 
Y el mayordomo le dice: 
“Tiene duefio, Nicolas.” 


“What I need is that girl over yonder; 
I wish to marry the lass!” 

And the overseer said to him, 

“You're too late there, Nicolás !” 


Nicolás, desesperado, 

En un pozo se iba a echar; 
Y el mayordomo le dice: 
“¡De cabeza, Nicolás !” 


Poor Nicolas, broken-hearted, 
To drown himself tried at last; 
And the overseer said to him, 
“Jump in head-first, Nicolás !” 


Translation by 
Muna LEE 
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El Pavu Rial The Peacock 
Ya se cayo el arbolito E Now that the sapling has fallen, 
Donde durmia el pavu rial. Where slept the peacock th” night Loc 
Y ora durmira en el suelo ]3 On the hard ground he must slumber ]3 
Como cualquier animal. As other animals do. 
¡ Ha, ha, ha, ha! Ha ha ha nai 
Translation by 
MUNA LEE 
THE BULL AND THE COWBOY AS 
Translation by Arranged by 
Muna Lee Elena Landázuri 
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94 AN MEXICO 
(al ndante (The Bull) nm 


.æ: 
Lou. RS Ress 
1. ey A RTS A 


El Toro y el Ranchero 


Yay te va el toro, muchacho, no te lo dejes llegar, ]2 
Yay te mando un buen sarape pa que lo puedas toriar. ]2 
(El toro) ¡ Mmm, mmm, mmm! 


Y anda, muchacho, yay te va el toro, 
Saca la vuelta pero con modo. 
¡Lázalo! ¡Ya lo lacé! 
; Pialalo! ; Ya lo pialé! 
; Túmbalo! ¡Ya lo tumbé! 
Y si no sabe lo enseñaré. ]2 
(El toro) ¡ Mmm, mmm, mmm! 


The Bull and the Cowboy 


And there goes the bull; look out there, la 
Cowboy, don't let him come near! 
I will send you a red blanket l2 
So that you can tease him here. 
(The bull) Mmm, mmm, mmm! 


Hurry up, cowboy; he makes for you now. 
Head him off; show them what you can do now. 
Rope him now! That I have done! 
Tie him up! That I have done! 
Throw him down! That I have done! 
I’ll show you how if you do not know. ]2 
(The bull) Mmm, mmm, mmm! 


Translation by 
Muna LEE 
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LATIN AMERICA 


THE SHEPHERD GIRL 


English version by 
Florence Wilkinson 
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6 
LATIN AMERICA 
La Zagala 


A orillas de una fuente, 

Una zagala vi; 

Y con el ruido del agua 

Me fui acercando hacia alli; 

Y oi una voz que decia: 

¡Ay de mi! jay de mi! ¡ay de mi! 


Como la ví solita 

Mi amor le ofrecí yo; 
Ella quedó turbada 

Y nada me contestó; 
Entonces dije para mi: 

¡ Ya calló, ya calló, ya calló! 


La tomé de la mano 

Y a un jardín me la llevé, 

Y en su sensible pecho 

Un ramo le coloqué. 

La niña entonces me dijo: 

¡Ay Jesús! ¡que atrevido es usté! 


La cogí de la mano 

Y a un café me la llevé, 

Y en sus divinos labios 

Un beso la coloqué. 

La niña entonces me dijo: 
¡Ahora si que lo quiero yo a usté! 


The Shepherd Girl 


The brook was all a-riot,— 

A shepherd girl was she; 

I stole up to her so quiet 

Mid water-laughter a-glee. 

She murmured softer than breathing: 
“O alas, ay de mi! ay de mi!” 


Because she looked so lonely, 
“You pretty child!” said 1. 
And, frightened a little only, 
She uttered never a cry. 

I lilted, lighter than mocking: 
“O alas, ay de mi! and ay, ay!” 


I took her slender fingers 

In mine and led her where 

The garden in shadow lingers. 

T plucked her roses to wear, 

And showered them down on her bosom. 
“Don't you dare to,” she cried, “don't you dare!” 


A café we had seen, ah, 

As hand in hand we strolled. 

“Divine are your lips, my niña,” 

Across the table I told, 

And kissed her lips while she murmured: 
“I am yours, O my lover so bold.” 


English version by 
FLORENCE WILKINSON 


THE CABIN 


English version by 
Angela Morgan 


Con moto 


to my cabin so lone 


ly — Whichis wait-ing you 
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La Cabaña 


Ven a mi pobre cabaña 
Que te espera y extraña 
Cuando faltas de aquí. 
Ven, que te espera mi hamaca, 
Y las flores de albahaca 
No perfuman sin ti. 


Ven, ven, mi amor, que triste estoy; 
¡Sin ti no hay luz, sin luz no hay sol! 
Ven, ven, mi amor, que triste estoy; 
¡Sin ti no hay fe, sin fe no hay Dios! 


Si vuelvas a mi cabaña 
Donde llora la caña 

Con suspiros de amor, 
Se abrirán todas las flores 
Y darán sus olores 

Los naranjos en flor. 
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The Cabin 


Come to my cabin so lonely, 
Which is waiting you only, 
Standing empty and drear. 
Come, where my hammock is swinging, 
But the sweet basil bringing 
Naught of fragrance or cheer. 


Come, come, my love, how sad am I! 
Without your love, the sun must die. 
Without your love, no faith 1 find, 
No hope, no God for humankind. 


Come, where my cabin is sleeping, 
And the sugar cane weeping 

With the sadness of love, 
Come, and the flowers will brighten, 
And the orange tree whiten 

With its blossoms above. 


English version by 
ANGELA MORGAN 
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Arranged by 
Franklin Robinson 


THE CROSS IN THE VALLEY 


LATIN AMERICA 
English version by 
Wilbur D. Nesbit 
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La Cruz del Valle 


Al pie de la cruz del valle 

Con mi rebaño me hallé, 

Cuando la tarde caía, ¡ay! 

Cuando se escondía el sol. 

¡Y no me dijo la ingrata 
Ni adios, ni adios! 


Yo se que a la cruz del valle 
Viene ella siempre a rezar, 
Cuando las noches oscuras, ¡ay! 
Anuncian la tempestad. 
Y si la miran de cerca 

Se ván, se ván. 


Antenoche hasta su choza 

Tocando mi quena fuí; 

Oyó sin duda la ingrata, ¡ay! 

Y no cesó de dormir. 

Nunca mi quena más triste 
La soi; las oi. 


English version by 
Ruth Guthrie Harding 


Con sentimento 


The Cross in the Valley 


I came to the cross in the valley; 
My flock followed through the dell. 
There, in the gathering shadows—Ah! 
Grief made my sad bosom swell. 
Faithless, she came not to murmur, 
“Farewell! Farewell!” 


I know, to the cross in the valley 

She comes when the storm is nigh; 
Then will she whisper her prayers—Ah! 

Then flee the clouds from the sky; 
For, from the grace of her beauty 

They fly, they fly. 


At night, ’neath her window playing, 
My flute sought my love to tell. 

Sleeping, she would not awaken—Ah! 
Then all my melodies fell. 

Never my flute sobbed so sadly, 
“Farewell! Farewell!” 


English version by 
WILBUR D. NESBIT 
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Attributed to 
José Araya. 
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The Pearl 
Lived the pearl in the deeps of ocean-shadow; 


On rocky heights, the violet so blue; 


La Perla 
En el fondo del mar nacio la perla, 


En la alta roca la violeta azul, 


And the dew, in a cloud above the meadow— 
As in my dreaming, you. 


En las nubes la gota de rocio, 
Y en mis ensuefios, tu. 
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Murió la perla en la imperial corona, 
Y en tu memoria, yo. 


En búcaro gentil la mustia flor, 
En brillantes vapores el rocío, 
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SHEPHERDS 


LITTLE 


LATIN AMERICA 


As sung by 


Gonzalo C. Fe 
Arranged by Julio Osma 


rnandez 


Translation by 
Muna Lee 
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LATIN AMERICA 


Villancico 


Pastorcitos del valle, venid, 
Pastorcitos, venid a adorar, 
A Jesus que nació en un pesebre 
Que es el Dios que aqui reinara. 


En pesebre el Dios Niño nació, 
Pastorcillos del mundo, venid 

Con ofrendas de miel y de mirra, 
Que se encuentra rodeado de amor. 


¡Quién dijera que aque! que en Belén 
Pobre y solo a este mundo llegó, 

Era el Dios que en el cielo moraba 
Y que solo nos vino a salvar! 


Del Oriente los Magos vinieron 

A Belén a adorar al Señor, 

Que tan pobre nació en un pesebre 
Y que es el hijo de Dios. 


Little Shepherds 


Little shepherds, come forth from the vale; 
Little shepherds, come forth and adore 
Jesus Savior, born here in a manger, 

Who will reign, Heaven's King evermore. 


To surround Him with tokens of love, 

In the manger made great by His birth, 
Bring the Infant, our Lord, myrrh and honey, 
All ye dear little shepherds of earth. 


Who would say that in Bethlehem town, 
Poor and lonely, to earth there had come 
One Who offers to us our salvation 

And has Heaven above for His home! 


From the East there came forth three Wise Men, 
Seeking Bethlehem town to adore 

Jesus Savior, born there in a manger, 

Who will reign, Son of God evermore. 


Translotion by 
MUNA LEE 
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WHY, CREATOR? 


LATIN AMERICA (Peru) 


Carlos Valderrama 


from Inca themes 


By 


English version by 
Muna Lee 


Moderato 
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106 LATIN AMERICA (Peru) 


Fa - ther do DOVE; O great Fa - ther Sun, 


Imanirta Why, Creator? 
Imanirta pacha—camac Tell me, O Lord, of thy reason, 
Sonkoynita camaraycui That Thou gavest me a heart 
Ima jucha fiokapamac? Through no fault at all of my own. 
Inti muna cuya cuya? Mighty Sun-god, canst Thou desire? 
Cuiya cuna cuna? Tender Moon, canst Thou love? 
Juyapayak: Father above, 
Oh sumac camac O great Father Sun, 
Amapuni casa churic Let not stormy winter yield 
Pampa ñocayokta. Cold to freeze our lovely green field. 


a : : 
JUAN DURAN English version by 


Muna LEE 


(Free Spanish translation) 


¿Porqué, Creador del mundo, 
Me hiciste con corazón 
Sin culpa mía ninguna? 


¿Sol poderoso, quieres amar? 
¿Luna amorosa, puedes querer? 


Dios misericordioso: 

Oh hermoso padre Sol, 

No permitas que el frio hiele 
Nuestros hermosos campos. 
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SONGS FROM ARMENIA 
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THE PRISONER TO THE SWALLOW 
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Arranged by 
Frederick S. Converse 


English version by 
Alice Stone Blackwell 
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ARMENIA 
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Find -ing no com-fort dost thou mourn? 


molto rit. 


molto rit. 
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ARMENIA 


Ard ThRTERLGUU 


Ay dspobnGuy , yupwliws ppnsfihy, ply wppudwuqhb, 
Ny dspobniwh , wpwhwsd sppnsGph , 
PG) wppwudwghG dwjifr , dwjipr. Ybawhwhbu 
Vow hu putnhk : 
Uppt Jupnidutn uhpniû 
Y wpnidwbpy uhpniG, Ywpnidwfiipy uhpniû 
¿nu dhujüwl pnygnig qfbq 
bi nar witppwp Up hbèbôbu, 
Nh ¡ug nipbiépG, pidp wku 
PGh wku: 


Rujg bpuiip, fbq phip bpuh, Yppliwu ppn:hl 
fujg bpuôh fbq, phip bpwhp 
Uppiwy pprgh phpbe pbpbi phingpy h dun 
Con uwp, pin dnp: 
Pwjg hnu wpbinji wom Gpznj), 
UpbinjG wow Gp2n]], wpbinjf wow Gn2n]] 
bi Unip pwinpi E wipurufig 
Gi ny dbqu hnjpl vp omy qnjwgqhl 
SwGbinr awyG hu uhpb bug 
Upph bug : 


The Prisoner to the Swallow 


O swallow dear, thou little wandering bird, sweet bird! 
O swallow dear, that far dost roam, 
With voice how sad thou near my prison cell dost sing, 
With voice how sad! 
Sweet bird, dost lament for thy mate? 
Dost lament for thy mate, dost lament for thy mate? 
Left to pine here, forsaken and alone, 
Finding no comfort dost thou mourn? 
Grieve then like me, sweet bird, then grieve, 
Grieve like me. 


Yet happier thou, sweet bird, a fortune is thine more blest. 


A thousand fold art thou more blest, 
For thou canst freely fly, fly swift on thy light wing 
O’er hill and dale. 
But here, here the gentle sun’s ray, 
Here the gentle sun’s ray, here the gentle sun’s ray 
Vainly my prison dark may seek to pierce; 
Here no soft breeze can bear my voice 
To my own loved ones far away, 
Far away. 


English version by 
ALICE STONE BLACKWELL 


ARMENTA THE SPOOL 111 


English version by Arranged by 
Edwin Markham Franklin Robinson 
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Heavy threads 
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A2AUhbUr RY 


Vulip’p, dubh'p, pl fiwmpwpwl , 
VuGbp uygpuwly vwjpwhsibp , 
UwGp'p pbhybp huun m pupul, 

Np bu haqu hy guibp: 


VwGpp, fwip’p, pi fimpwpwl , 
LpubnGbypy ypuubp , 
VuGbp pbhjbp bwuw nt pupul , 
hiba depo; pupuiphn : 


Shqpw6pypu quo yy ¿niúh, 
¿win E qlinvd nuupug, 
Pauppht pu snrjuw snip, 

Upow win E umg ni ug: 


Uwib’p, vuápp, pl fujwpwh , 
VwGbp vqhuel puphôbp, 
V'uôhp pijbp huun nt pupwly , 
Ap bu hnqwiv pi gunbp: 

2quu ¿mbiháf, swpnr smühüf, 
fly uudnut, ns yupmi, 
Ujuuku uqfun nbn bqwô sbüûf, 
Ypwupprb, E wiki pui: 

bn hwpu Eh, np qnpèbgh 
fui Ywupubun Jvuhsu, 
fujg nprubghg ¿nun qnrbgh, 
plu ¿mGphui Uh fbsu : 

V'uGh'p, dubh'p, pv fiujpwpwh, 
V'ubühp uypuwl fnuywGkp, 
V'ubôbp pbibp hwuw nt pwpul), 
Np bu hnquí pi gunbp: 
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The Spool 


Whirl, my spool; go whirling, whirling ; 
Spin the long white woolen thread ; 

Heavy threads and fine, go twirling 
For our comfort, house and bed. 


Spin, my spool; go spinning, spinning ; 
Shuttle race, oh race along; 

Heavy threads and fine, go spinning; 
Wind them, bobbin, smooth and strong. 


My small Dikran has no breeches; 
Cold is he, cries night and day. 

Gabriel wears but rags and stitches, 
Goes out barefoot, work or play. 


Spin, my spool; keep spinning, spinning; 
Gather up, spin soft white flakes; 

Heavy threads and fine, go spinning; 
"Twill provide for pains and aches. 


We've not even coarsest sacking, 
Not a rope, nor scrap of fur. 

Everything we need is lacking ; 
Poor like this we never were. 


As a bride I came a-weaving 
Carpets downy like doves’ wings. 
One by one I’ve seen them leaving, 
Rugs and garments, all my thir.. 


Spin, my spool; go spinning, spinning, 

Spin the long white streams oi hread; 
Heavy threads and fine, go spinning 

For our comfort, house and bed. 


English version by 
EDWIN MARKHAM 
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Upp’ pu unpoul, pn’y quputq fhphl, 
Swabpny foi pbp wpahu wykppe- 

Pwjg Gu qupu F-— que, unjuuk Up” qu -— 
Pi apnhû ¿omqk whpwugnr nun] : 


@n'n que, mama py, for. dwqi ni pnilip, 
Uwjyjwjny wpahu pb'p wfini? forlip- 

Rwyjg Gu uy py E, wwupulhl, vp’ qu, 

bd nprnpá snuqt upqwinp nunka; : 


Yu¿uquly fwpypy, qon, updupwutp, 
Gwhh qppaignd npqniu forlip php: 
Pujg Gu pupa E, qwywqwy up’ qu, 
bef npynpG snigk unjuufwp qunw] : 


n'y npupy, wpb’, fuguuhpu puqk, 
fon bpqp qnigt pv apyhG Y’nrqt- -- 
RwuqtG np byw’ npnhu ¡prbgun, 
Nbuqup bpqbph dwjiny fpibgur: 


PUU UEP UE PAU 


Come, O Nightingale 


Come, O nightingale, not with wood notes wild. 
But a chant intoning for my restless child. 
Come not, nightingale, he wails on and on; 
Never shall my son wear a priestly gown. 


Come, O little dove, leave your sheltered nest; 
With your soft complaining, lull my child to rest. 
Still his tears are flowing, fly, sweet dove, away ; 
Never shall my son with the mourners pray. 


Clever little magpie, hop along in sight; 

Tell us where to look for golden pieces bright. 
Hush, O hush, my child, magpie’s gone, you see; 
Never shall my son an old merchant be. 


Falcon, leave your eyrie on the mountain height ; 
Chant the cry of battle for my child’s delight. 
Now the child is sleeping, every tear drop dried; 
Well I know my son shall with warriors ride! 


English version by 
CHARLES H. BOTSFORD 
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Arranged by 


COME, MANNAN 


Melikian 


Romanos 


English version by 
Gertrude Huntington McGiffert 
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ARMENIA 


Come, —_— Man-nan, come, Come, _— 


Ure UVUVUSD Come, Mannan 
Uph UwGwé, wpp’ qiwGf vbp ump, Come home with me, Mannan; 
Ph2bp gbpby qniph E wsfbpku fniüp, sw, List to my pleading. _ 
20% uba gw’G-— Sleep comes not, nor dreaming ; 


Thee, dear, am I needing. 


Vubwi uwpküä yoiqwy, 2 ypGp dwp KE: Come, Mannan, come, 
Nuybpb] duqbpp phumGfti yw E, qui. Come, O my soul! 
Au Vubuwu gw'ü-— à 

Down from the hills laden, 
Green herbs she’s bringing, 

bpuypófp uh E, ghublp pug E, à Her golden hair iria E 
Vuiwib ppynifp YhukG hbun pug E, pw’, As Mannan comes singing. 
Qw’i Um gw’ -— 

Skies grow gray; clouds darken; 
Chill dews are falling ; 

Her bare shoulders, gleaming. 
Hear, Mannan, I’m calling! 


English version by 
GERTRUDE HUNTINGTON MCGIFFERT 


THE SURE HOPE 


English version by Arranged by 
Alice Stone Blackwell Isabel D. Post 
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ARMENIA 
The Sure Hope 


Let the wind blow cold; let it beat my face: 

Let the clouds above heavy snow-flakes fling ; 
Let the north wind blow, raging all it will, 

Yet I live in hope soon or late comes spring. 
Let the heavy clouds make the clear sky dark: 

Let the mist so dense hide the land from sight ; 
Let earth, air and sea be together mixed. 

Yet I know the sun will again be bright. 


Let harsh trials come; persecutions rage: 
And the light grow dim of the sun on high; 
To Armenian hearts, pain is naught to dread. 
But the poor man’s hope must not fade and die! 
English version by 
ALICE STONE BLACKWELL 
ARMENIA 


HABERBAN 


Translation by 
Zabelle C. Boyajian 
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PA | LEE CS OS | Si 


Upph, bu ukpG bpbuh 

UGpunud phpi bpbupG 
fi] pu uppuot pid ¿uu 
Uuwnpodnr Ybná bpbuh : 


Uuph pppprligoly punu, 
Ubyp nv qufwp fbq d'unu, 
PGá yku Guquáh wyghy 

Pbq wku mnpá n Gig umqu: 


Gq waghl hunt neo, 
Qnpbfypiug dui nilühu, 


loniG9hy UnvG9py vp whip, 
PGá wnGbjnr Gul nufipu : 


$n.pwipry hnjw, hnjw, 
%mputpg wukp fnju, 
fuíih qpénp pili wûbu 
‘Pbqh wnfingp uo] w: 


Qbp wwii muh Jun wiki, 
Qup wqnuihl fup ywoibl, 
Pay pi uhpudû pidp nul 
$pdni.phriu pup qui: 


Qorpp bp fuvpn| ybppyy , 
Snqwop dupah phpp w, 
hüà uhpon Yuphô wpqkh 
Ququph ve, Uh phpy w: 
£niub;] bu yunp udpshl, 
Sululh punh dhohü , 
Ph2bp gaphy dhuun 

%nt bu pu Jvunh dhshl : 


Uoniah bu Juun wuw, 

Bpypaub wku mur wuw, 
bGsfwG np qnYbu wupdbi 
hu Yop qniywwi ipbuvy: 


Haberban 


Haberban! 
Chan-y chan! 


I have loved your winsome face, 
And your never-fading grace. 

If they give you not to me, 

May God send them black disgrace. 


Mountain sorrel, fresh with dew, 
Sweets I send and honey new; 
Is a dainty maid like me 

Fit to wed a youth like you? 


You are arch, my little maid; 

In four plaits, your hair you braid, 
Make no more pretense to me, 
For you love me, I’m afraid! 


Drive your plough ahead, and go; 
Underneath it thistles grow. 

You are reckless, young, and wild; 
She is mad would wed you so! 


Near your house, a field I’ll sow 
And I’ll stone the ill-starred crow. 
When I have the girl I love 

I'll let all my folly go. 


On its way the water flows, 
Washing with its waves the rose; 
My beloved, amidst the youths, 
Like a mighty fortress shows. * 


In the vineyard you have grown, 
Where the melon plants are sown; 
Day and night upon my lute, 

You and I sing, and you alone. 


Sing a minstrel’s song to me, 
Or the blackbird’s rhapsody ; 
All vour praises I deserve, 
And my bridegroom you shall be! 
Translation by 
ZABELLE C. BOYAJIAN 


By permission. From ‘‘ Armenian Legends and Poems”? by Zabelle C. Boyajian, published 


by E. P. Dutton & Co. 
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DAYBREAK 


ARMENIA 


Arranged by 
A. T. Davison 


Stone Blackwell 


English version by 
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ARMENIA 


UrGULABUC 


Up2wynjup Gnpki pugniur 

VU y ni quiytá ápió byw 
Uy 4p6 bhwe winkp háyu 
Uj hf bwppu worl sblu : 


|[njup pwgniwi, nninp pugniu. 


0, 4p6 fpwnfiwsd Gbpu Fun 
Uhpni6 ypofh6 YEpf unwugwd 
Uphiú pwpwlv fibpu pGqua : 
Ujv uppniG 4p, nor pid wow, 
Np why poqópp hu bupp, 

Ap dnphG vhs, np fwph uuk 
Udmkp panúbp pil bupp: 
Uvybp bu npp qyunkyg, 
UpGwy Gunwd Yniywui bu, 
Ubpbihhu Ynpwd buphu 

Unig nv ¿pul Ywhibd bu: 


Daybreak 


Dawn of day once more has broken; 
Snow falls thickly, white as foam. 

Lo, the horse comes with no rider— 
Ah! my love has not come home! 


Day has dawned; the door is opened ; 
Wet and tired, fell in the steed; 

His kind breast wounded and gory, 
In the door he fell to bleed. 


Steed belovéd, haste to tell me 
Where you left my own true love, 
In what vale, lone and forsaken, 
With what frowning rock above? 


Clouds have gathered; all is darkness; 
Here alone I sit and weep. 

I must mourn, grieving forever 
For my love in sorrow deep! 


English version by 
ALICE STONE BLACKWELL 


O MY LOVE, MY PLANE-TREE! mee 


(Dance - Song) 
Translation by Arranged by 


Zabelle C. Boyajian Gomidas Wardapet 
Allegretto con amabilita 


pS 
: 


A 


Arrangement used by permission of 
The Gotchnag Publishing Co., Inc. 
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> . LAA ee | CO RD ee ee ee O O LAA VS ESE Sa iS” GS A SA (A A EL ATT 
Os... WA OS ¡PA AN MRS Pee Pewee A, AO eee Ae See Oe ATA PSR SSS Sse 
MISAS OUT A ASAS EA A SEE o o 
AE 
O my love, my plane - tree, (0) my love, my plane - tree, 
' ) D Bae D à 
WA VI - SA E TOA A” es EA E CA. AA ST 
aay LL: aoe E A CRE VERRE mers Cues — | oe 
EATS (ES IE E GS AA E CUS RE 


, LEP 
mae m0 — REE RA SOS ST — Ba", 
F D Y y y 
O my love, my plane - tree, All praisé is Jor thee 
ae eer AN Dime ES À Paire EN En z 1 
DÁ OF NENA A My E» E A A 2 ;! 
(ee 
IE D E TES 
PU Q2QhvUrhr GBUFL O My Love, My Plane-Tree! 
Upbi ppnijpany byw, Up the sun rose like a dart; 
PL ¿fico pp bupp, O my love, my plane-tree! 
Ubp pubp ypnniny bjr - Envy brought us rage and smart. 


Thou consolest me! 
Death unto the foeman’s son; 
O my love, my plane-tree! 


‘aes pe fl ie bes pp : 
(p2Gwiint npnhû vbnfip, 


Pf gfiuupf bape, Evil filled his mind and heart. 
hpu ¿up uppwny byw, Thou consolest me! 
PL shiuupf bupp, O my eee my ages 
O my love, my plane-tree 
ful ¿prñosss p pp bwpp, y » MY , 
Pep) OTe O my love, my plane-tree, 


All praise is for thee. 
Pois] us ly si burp: 


Sppwqp Yuna], Junu], Light the candle, light the light; 
¿op hbu JYunwlupy yunuy, a fled nr proper Pe 
t . 
Utp nu unpkp pay wpb, at er, mother ave lett; 
bu bef ubpwdp mn : With my love 1 took my flight. 
dades ae From the mountains call to me; 
ny ppGufhé wifwbsh - Shamefaced, let the rival flee; 
Uphipy dbnôbi, bw’p gut, Sweet love, for thy sun I’d die; 
Qhiwph wku qwGwilish’ : Green my plane-tree ever be! 


Translation by 
ZABELLE C. BOYAJIAN 
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ACROSS THE BRIDGE, 0 COME a 


126 


Arranged by 
Anis Fuleihan 


Translation by 
Ameen Rihani 
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Arranged by 
Anis Fuleihan 


Translation by 
Kahlil Gibran 
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O Mother Mine 


O Mother mine, spread me the silken sheet, 
And let me lie down and cover me with rose leaves. 


For love-sick am I, and flames of love consume me. 
And if I die tomorrow, Mother, I beseech you 


Call round me my comrades, the daughters of love, 
And over my bier let them sing me my dirge. 


O Mother mine, yesterday our secret was our own; 


Today who does not know it? 


My love has gone far, 


And now I would write to him. 


If you deny me paper, I’ll write on wings of birds; 
And if ink you deny me, I'll write with my heart's blood! 


O you, who are climbing the mountain, 
A drink will you not give me from the hollow of your hand ? 


In truth, I am not thirsty, 
But I would have a word with you; 


And it may be the wind will lift your scarf 
And let me look full at your face! 


Translation by 
KAHLIL GIBRAN 
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INDIAN TAFFETA 


Arranged by 
Anis Fuliehan 


Translation by 
Ameen Rihani 
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Indian Taffeta 


tafta Hindi 


, 


, 


My heart's pining for the fair. 


Chiffon, silk and satin rare! 
Open for me, O young maiden, 


Tafta Hindi 


“Enter, please, and rest awhile.” 


Came responding with a smile; 


The fair young maid, who heard me calling. 
And quickly opened, sweetly saying, 


Translation by 
AMEEN RIHANI 


*Indian Taffeta. 
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MY DAY IS BITTER 


SYRIA 


Arranged by 
Anis Fuleihan 
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My Day ls Bitter 


*My day ts bitter; bitter is my day; 
Bitter my cup and bitter, too, my lay; 
But in my heart, O sweet calamity, 
A tray of sweetmeats for thee I display. 


With parasol in hand, behold her passing, 
Her brow, the dawn; her cheek, the rose, surpassing. 
O mother, if I win her not, amassing 

The gifts of love, e’en Antar I’ll surprise. 


O thou who goest early to the garden, 

Thy heart to love’s appeal, O do not harden! 

A word, a smile, a glance, a moment, pardon 
The victim of the arrows of thine eyes. 


O take me with thee, fair one; Allah guide thee! 
Thy basket I will bear and walk beside thee; 
And if thy father will not let me bride thee, 

I'll startle e'en the foolish and the wise. 


She sought the jeweler’s shop her gold to squander, 

“T want a ring that will make mortals wonder.” 

The jeweler said, “My heart is thine to plunder 
And thine the jewels too, that I most prize.” 


O monk, be thou indulgent; do not blame her; 
She’s young and fair, and love has come to tame her. 
O monk, if thou'lt not marry and proclaim her 

My bride, ll tear thy cowl and priestly guise. 


Translation by 
AMEEN RIHANI 


* This stanza is repeated after each of the succeeding stanzas. 


138 SYRIA 


I WANDERED AMONG THE MOUNTAINS 


Translation by 
Kahlil Gibran 


Moderato 4 


This melody should be sung freely, adapting the note values to the demands of the verse, in the 
manner of a chant. 
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I Wandered Among the Mountains 


I wandered among the mountains searching for my lark, 

And I found him, but alas! in another maiden’s cage. 

With the tinkling of gold I sought to allure him into my cage; 
But he sang and said, “Go your way. Your day is forever by!” 


They said to me, “Your love is ill and wasted, and tomorrow he will die.” 
Then to a carpenter 1 went and ordered a coffin 

Whose lock is of gold, and whose key of a ruby carved; 

And tomorrow, how astonished the kingdom will be 

When they behold two youths in but a single coffin! 
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My love now wears a black shirt woven of hair, 
Like thorns it wounds his skin. 

Luckless may the weaver be; 

And restless, the dyer! 

Some day I shall seek the head of that monastery 
And plead for my love; 

Then I shall tell him that one glimpse of love 

Is holier than all monasteries. 


Who among you has not loved? 

In what heart does God not walk? 

See how close are the pomegranate seeds; 
And behold the stars how near and loving! 


Be quiet, my heart, and weep no more. 

He has forgotten you; 

Forget him too. But should you forget him, 
Then will I tear you out of my bosom! 


O dark one, how often have I been blamed for your sake; 
And each time I am blamed, my love grows stronger. 

You are the rose, and I, the dew that refreshes you; 

You are the silken garments and I, the wind that moves you; 
You are the Pleiades, and I, Orion, following you; 

You are the moon, and I, the stars that watch over you. 


Translation by 
KAHLIL GIBRAN 
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HEARKEN TO THE JUBILEE 


English version by 
Alice Stone Blackwell 


Maestoso 


Sounds of joy 


shakes the skies; 
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beat the shore, beat the 


beat 


Hearken to the Jubilee 


Hearken to the jubilee! 

Sounds of joy ring o’er and o’er. 
So the thunder shakes the skies ; 
So the great waves beat the shore. 


Hallelujah! God is great! 
Strong is He, and He shall reign. 
Let the sound ring o'er the earth, 
Over mountain, sea and plain! 


Hallelujah! List, the song 
Thrills the highest ether blue! 
Now the heavenly music's voice 
Fills the whole world, through and through! 
English version by 
ALICE STONE BLACKWELL 
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CHRISTMAS CHANT 


SYRIA 


From the Byzantine Orthodox Church 
service, as sung by His Grace, 
Archbishop Germanos of Baalbek 


Translation by 
Archbishop Germanos 
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Christmas Chant 


Thy nativity, O Christ, our God, 
Hath arisen upon the world 


, 


wisdom ; 


As the light of 
For at it they who worshipped the stars 


, 


Thee 


The Son of righteousness, 


And to know Thee, 
The Orient from on high. 


O Lord, glory to Thee! 
And on earth peace, good-will towards men. 


Glory to Thee who hath shown us the light! 


Glory be to God on high, 


Were taught to adore 


Translation by 
ARCHBISHOP GERMANOS 
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Three Maiden Lovers 


Three maiden lovers stoud by the wine-press. 
One longed silently for her lover, who was distant 


The second one said, “All will be well.” 
“Ah well,” said the third, “but is not love God ?” 


Yester-eve she was reaping with me in the corn, 
And in her hair the wind played gaily. 


O ye poor, pitiful, mate-less things! 
Your bread is but thistles and sour grapes, your wine! 


My love took her basket to gather the herbs, 
And all through the village she sought her mate for a companion ; 


And finding him not, she threw down her basket and said, 
“Burn thou up, and let thy flames rise, a sacrifice to God!” 


Translation by 
KAHLIL GIBRAN 
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WELCOME SONG 


English version by 
Alice Stone Blackwell 


Con moto 


Pri and = woe. 0 Joy, we will hail thee! 


hail___ thee! Lords, pass the peace 


hail____— thee! 
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Welcome Song 


Thou art welcome, O guest! Aman! 

Past now are grief and woe. 

Joy, we will hail thee! Joy, we will hail thee! 

Lords, pass the peace cup, hand it round! 

Joy, we will hail thee! Joy, we will hail thee! 
; Pass now the peace cup round! 


Come now, comrades, O come! Aman! 

Let us all sing these joys! 

Thanks to the people! Daily we'll thank them! 

Through them came freedom; theirs, the praise! 

Thanks to the people! Daily we'll thank them! 
Through them came freedom sweet ! 


Your returning, O guests! Aman! 

Has brought back happiness! 

Joy now is with us; joy now is with us; 

Hail to good fortune, hail all hail! 

Joy now is with us; joy now is with us; 

Hail to good fortune, hail! English version by 
ALICE STONE BLACKWELL 
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AT THE COZY HEARTH 
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Air by M. Warshavsky 
Arranged by 
Ethel Silberman 
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Translation by 
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At The Cozy Hearth 


At the cozy hearth plays a merry blaze 
Which the cold can't get; 

While the Rabbi chants with little boys and girls 
The alphabet. 


Study, little ones; 

Learn your alphabet; 

Learn it patiently; 

Let me hear you say the lesson once again 
That you learned from me. 


Con your lesson well, boys and girls of mine, 
Do not shirk or lag; 

He who learns to read his Hebrew Prayer Book 
Gets a little flag. 


Con your lessons well, though the start be hard; 
This is sacred lore. 

Blest is he who knows the Holy Book of God; 
Need a Jew know more? 


As you older grow, little boys and girls, 
You will learn full well 
All the tears they cost and all the woe they brought 


Patient Israel. 
Translation by 
ELIAS LIEBERMAN 


151 


THE OLD, OLD QUESTIONS 
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Arranged by 
Henry Lefkowitch 


Translation by 
Elias Lieberman 
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Published by permission. 


34839 


JEWISH 


6 
> ANR |) AAA A O, SS PE AAA EA aes Se TA ON 
2 Se AR A | E 
A 1 Y A A Te O Ee a ES AL ae Bebe 
A A A A A Pe ee NI RR 


ms 


34839 


a LES 5 


molto lento M. |] 2. A | 


mp VON 


Myp OÍR IN OPA 7 DINIB 
OSTYIMIN TW NO-NO 
DNP [YO YIVEHIY 
STITT RID MN MN 

DYTONID [PAST INT JU TUD O70) IP TS LIN 
MED YDIN 07 AM [WT YI. 
DETTORI NI NID 


The Old, Old Questions 


Ah, the world asks vexing questions ta 
Tra-la-tra-di-ri-de-rom ; 
We respond, Tra-di-ri-di-rei-lom, 
Oy, oy; tra-di-ri-de-rom ; 
And if we please 
We only murmur, Trai-dim. 
Ah, still haunt us the old, old que ately 
Tra-la-tra-di-ri-de-rom. 
Translation by 
ELIAS LIEBERMAN 
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Elijah the Prophet 


O Elijah 
With Messiah, David's son! 


O Elijah, the Tishbite! 
O Elijah, the Gileadite! 
Speedily in our own day, 
Speedily in our own day, 
O may he come to us 


O Elijah, O Elijah, 
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MY YOUNGEST ONE IS WEDDED 


JEWISH 


Arranged by 
Henry Lefkowitch 


À 


Translation b 
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My Youngest One Is Wedded 


Keep on whirling, 

In circling figures twirling. 

God has made me proud and great; 
Fortune brought He, O, my happy fate! 
Revel, children, and dance till late, 

For my youngest one is wedded, 

For my youngest one is wedded! 


Join the ring, dear; 

Tonight we’re queen and king, dear, 
O, O even I 

Know the grace of Him on high; 
He kas raised my soul to the sky, 
For my youngest one is wedded, 
For my youngest one is wedded! 


Isaac dances; 

And grandma hops and prances; 
Goodness gracious, watch and see 
How she capers merrily! 

O, what happiness, what glee! 
For my youngest one is wedded, 
For my youngest one is wedded! 


Translution by 
ELIAS LIEBERMAN 
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Ten Brothers 


Ten brothers were we altogether, 
And the trade we plied was in wine. 
One of us, alas, he died; 

We were only nine. 


Oy, Schmer'! take your fiddle out, 


Tevye, your bassoon, 
Comrades, come into the street 
And play for me a tune. 
Oy—oy—oy—oy—oy—oy! 
Comrades, come into the street 
And play for me a tune. 


Nine brothers were we altogether, 


And the trade we plied was in freight. 


One of us, alas, he died; 
We were only eight. 


Eight brothers were we altogether, 
And the trade we plied was in leaven. 
One of us, alas, he died; 

We were only seven. 


Seven brothers were we altogether, 
And the trade we plied was in bricks. 
One of us, alas, he died; 

We were only six. 


Six brothers were we altogether, 
Trading in sweets from the hive. 
One of us, alas, he died; 

We were only five. 


Five brothers were we altogether, 
And we plied our trade in our store. 
One of us, alas, he died; 

We were only four. 


Four brothers were we altogether, 
And the trade we plied was in tea. 
One of us, alas, he died; 

We were only three. 


Three brothers were we altogether, 
And the trade we plied was in glue. 
One of us, alas, he died; 

We were only two. 


Two brothers were we altogether, 
And we plied our trade with a gun. 
One of us, alas, he died; 

Now there is but one. 


One brother only now remaining, 
Sitting all alone in the sun. 
He is dying night and day: 
Soon there will be none. 
Paraphrase by 
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A Talmudical Student's Lament 


What is it the rain-dirge tells me? 


What is it the rain keeps calling, 
As across the clouded window 
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Drops like human tears keep falling? 
And my boots need mending sorely, 

Through the cracks the mud keeps seeping ; 
Winter comes, and what will warm me 

When the frigid winds come leaping? 


What is it the candle tells me 

As it wags its flame complaining? 
Tallow drips along the edges; 

Nothing soon will be remaining. 
Thus I droop within my prison 

Like a candle-waning mourner, 
Dreaming dreams until I perish 

In some quiet Eastern corner. 


What is it the time-piece teils me? 
What is it the clock rehearses, 
With its mocking yellow dial, 
With its beat like muttered curses? 
It is but a helpless dullard ; 
Neither life has it nor powers; 
It must strike to show the passing. 
Of its lords and mine, the hours. 


What is it my reason tells me? 
What is it my life keeps dooming? 
Dawn will turn to shadowed twilight; 
I must fade before my blooming. 
Stranger-tables, tears of anguish, 
Sleep upon the boards of sorrow! 
[ must lose the joys of this world, 
Waiting for the world to-morrow. 


Translation by 
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The Uninvited Aunt 


I was not asked to come, 
But came unbidden; 
Why should poverty 
Then keep me hidden? 


Lowly though they be, 

Lowly though they be, 

Let us not deny our own 
Because of poverty. 


Sorele, the Rabbi’s wife, 
’Twill not be hidden, 
Though the bride’s own aunt 
She came unbidden. 


Strike up a dance for me; 
This is my party; 

For though I am poor 
Yet am I hearty. 


Come, fiddlers, take the coin 
That I can spare; 

Play the bride’s own aunt 
A merry air. 


Translation by 
ELIAS LIEBERMAN 
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Last verse 


A Teamster’s Complaint 
Would I be a rabbi, 


My lore would not bear telling; 


Would I be a merchant, 

My stock is not worth selling; 
And I have no hay at all, 

And I have no oats at all; 


And my wife is nagging; 
Not a drop I’ve had to drink. 
When I see a stone, 

I sit me down and moan. 


Would I be a butcher, 
I will not kill at need; 
Would I be a teacher, 
I cannot even read; 
Horses’ hoofs no longer sound, 
And no creaking wheels turn round; 


Would I be a blacksmith, 
I lack an anvil’s aid; 
Would I keep a tavern, 
My wife would drive off trade; 
And I have no hay at all, 
And I have no oats at all; 


Translation by 
Euras LIEBERMAN 
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WHAT WILL HAPPEN WHEN THE MESSIAH COMES? 


Translation by Arranged by 
Elias Lieberman M. Persin 
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JEWISH 


JEWISH 


What Will Happen When the Messiah Comes? 


Tell us, Rabbi, do; 

What will happen when Messiah comes at last, 
When Messiah comes at last? 

We shall prepare a joyous feast. 


What shall we eat then, at the joyous feast? 

The sacred bull and leviathan, }2 

The sacred bull and leviathan we shall eat with him, 
At the joyous feast. 


What shall we drink then at the joyous feast? 

The wine we have preserved; ]2 

The wine we have preserved we shall drink with him; 

The sacred bull and leviathan we shall eat with him, 
At the joyous feast. 


Who will expound the law at the joyous feast? 

Moses, the Master; ]2 

Moses, the Master, will expound the law; 

The wine we have preserved we shall drink with him; 

The sacred bull and leviathan we shall eat with him, 
At the joyous feast. 


Who will play for us at the joyous feast? 

David, the King; ]2 

David, the King, will play for us; 

Moses, the Master, will expound the law; 

The wine we have preserved we shall drink with him; 

The sacred bull and leviathan we shall eat with him, 
At the joyous feast. 


Who will wisely speak to us at the joyous feast? 

King Solomon; ]2 

King Solomon will wisely speak to us; 

David, the King, will play for us; 

Moses, the Master, will expound the law; 

The wine we have preserved we shall drink with him; 

The sacred bull and leviathan we shall eat with him, 
At the joyous feast. 


Who will dance for us at the joyous feast? 
Prophetess Miriam; ]2 
© Prophetess Miriam will dance for us; 
King Solomon will wisely speak to us; 
David, the King, will play for us; 
Moses, the Master, will expound the law; 
The wine we have preserved we shall drink with him; 
The sacred bull and leviathan we shall eat with him, 
At the joyous feast. 
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Ratan Devi 


> 
& 
ys] 
ae 
+ 
S à 
© 
Sey Yel 
ss © 
Ss 
y À 
DES 
A 
œ 
A 
< 


at Jam-na 


moth-er, 


wa - ter, 


go to draw the_ 


When I 


catches my clothes and 


He 


twists my hand,WhenI 


r3 
[=] 
las} 
un 
o 
E! 
> 
© 
ee 
o 
>> 
E 
nN 
o 
Go 
o 
+ 
3 
o 


He 


twists my hand, 


moth-er. 


wa - ter, 


to draw the_ 


go 


34839 


INDIA 173 


morn-ing milk to sell, At each step 


hin-der me.WhenIl go to draw the__ wa-ter, moth-er. 


Jala bharna chali ri ma’i jamana gháta 
Anchara pakara mora marôrat hath, 
Haun jo jata gokula dudha bhechena 
Bata ghata muse karatarara. 


Aiso langar dhitwa mora kya kahún 

Bara bara ävat jávat ye to kahe ko karat yi nauhara 

Bhuj pakarat mora mukh mindatkar pakarat mohe girhún lagave 
Ja pukänün raja kans ke age ná dar manúngi tora. 


Gopi’s Complaint 


When I go to draw the water, mother, at Jamna bank, 
He catches my clothes and twists my hand, 
When I go to draw the water, mother. 
When I go to Gokula, morning milk to sell, 
At each step he is seeking to hinder me. 
When I go to draw the water, mother. 


He is so obstinate, mother, what can I say? 
He ever comes and goes. mother; why does he so? 
He is so obstinate, mother. 
He seizes my arm and shuts my mouth and holds me close. 
I will make my complaint to Kans Raja; I shall then have no fear of thee! 


He is so obstinate, mother. 
Translation by 


ANANDA K. COOMARASWAMY 
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Translation by 
Ananda K. Coomaraswamy 
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Main to tore daman wah lagun mere ram, 
Sarana parhe ki lage tumhikko, 

Tum ho mere maha raja, 

Main to tore daman wah lagun mere ram, 


To the Hem of Thy Garment | Cling 


To thy garment I cling, O Rama! 

Thou my refuge art, thou art my refuge; 
Thou art my Lord, thou art my Lord. 

To the hem of thy garment, O Rama, I cling! 


Translation by 
ANANDA K. COOMARASWAMY 


i AMINA’S SONG 


Words by (Song of a Burmese girl) 


Rabindranath Tagore 


The | bud says yea and the 


- bud says nay, She|swayswitha fear_ and | doubt. 
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Give up thy hope yet 


guest of the sump-tuous| summer, 


Sun-ny days gay new- comer. 


keep up thy heart, 
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bud says yea, And the 


’s Song 


Amina 


Till the heart of the flower comes out. 
The bud says yea and the bud says nay, 
She sways with a fear and doubt. 


The bee is to come and the bee is to hum 
O errant of wayward wings, 


O guest of the sumptuous summer, 
Give up thy hope yet keep up thy heart 


, 


’ gay newcomer. 


Sunny days 
Whisper in tearful tunes untried 
For the bud says yea, and the bud says nay; 


And wait with a faith devout; . 


She sways with a fear and doubt. 


RABINDRANATH TAGORE 
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JASMINE BLOOMS IN MY COURTYARD 


Translation by Recorded by 
Ananda K. Coomaraswamy Ratan Devi 


Lento con espressione 


Angan phüli chamba málati khat nal te chhori basa, 
Jamúán di karni pyaria chakri, Kashmir 4n di pa’i mahim, 
Chitthiän bhej dá koi nahin 4onda tera sukha sand. 
Angan phúli chamba málati khat nal üe chhori basa. 


Jasmine Blooms In My Courtyard 


Jasmine blooms in my courtyard, and wafts its scent across my bed! 
In Jammu thy service, my beloved, but now art thou gone to far Kashmir: 
How many letters I have sent, beloved! Not one comes back to tell of thee. 
Jasmine blooms in my courtyard, and wafts its scent across my bed! 


Translation by 
ANANDA K. COOMARABWAM Y 
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English version by 
WITTER BYNNER 


No one comes to her; no one comes; 
Now her little coat is wet with tears. 
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English version by 
Witter Bynner 
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Longing 


River, flow; river, flow 

Toward your ancient harbor-town. 
Fairy-mountain, what is in her heart? 
Only grief, only pain, 

Only longing till he come— 

See her leaning in the moon. 


English version by 
WITTER BYNNER 
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YOH - WU- MO 


English version by 
Witter Bynner 
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English version by 


, still she weeps. 


, he now has served 


Yoh-Wu-Mo 


See how sad she leans there on her balcony! 


After the rain 


Brave 
Moon and clouds wait for no one’s heart. 


Lifelong sorrow, sorrowing hearts, 


Three thousand miles away from home. 
Broken hearts! 


All these thirty times, 
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English version by 
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A Love-Song 


English version by 


Full are the willow-leaves round her room. 
There a little maiden sits in the light 
And weaves with poirited fingers a pair of happy birds. 


Down the west has gone the sun; 
Quick 1 leap the colored wall. 


WITTER BYNNER 
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The Lily 
Everyone lives at peace with all his fellow-men; 


New the flower, new the garden, 
O what joy in our garden grows! 
When a king rules like a king, 


What a lovely lily grows, 
What a lovely lily grows! 


yone sings 


, 


ever 


, 


Everybody sings 


Sings and sings. 
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SPRING - TIME 


Words by Traditional Reading Tune 
Cheng Hao Rendered by Chin Chang-nien 
Translation by Arranged by 
Louise S. Hammond Louise S. Hammond 
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pe By willowed streamlets stroll 1. 
2 Ps y ut men know not my heart's joy, 
Pa ad AM? a And say, “Old fool, the hours fly.” 


By CHENG Hao 


Translation by 
eS 3 Louise 8, HAMMOND 
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Translation by 
Shigeyoshi Obata 
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It Is Spring 


Ho-cho-say, ho-cho-say! 
O hear the nightingales call; 
Ho-cho-say, ho-cho-say! 


With you, dear heart, when I journey, 
It is spring, the spring! 


I care not how seasons pass. 


Translation by 
SHIGEYOSHI OBATA 
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Translation by 
Shigeyoshi Obata 
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Lullaby 


Sleep, sleep; lie down. dear; go to sleep! 
Roll on the floor, my dearest baby, and sleep! 


Do you remember yesterday your nurse was gone, 
Gone to her town across the mountains of the north? 


What did she bring for babv home from yonder town ? 
Flutes and mouth-organs and a thunder-sounding drum; 


Doll dogs of paper and doll tumblers fat and round. 
Now on the floor my sweetest baby lies to sleep. 


Sleep, sleep; lie down, dear; go to sleep! 
Roll on the floor, my dearest baby, and sleep! 


Translation by 
SHIGEYOSHI OBATA 
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A Song From Kiso 


, too. 


High on the mountains of Kiso 


It 1s cold in summertide. 
A warm coat I’d send my love; 


A warm coat I’d send my love, 


A pair of stockings 
Tokose keenasho abayo 


Don don! 


Translation by 
SHIGEYOSHI OBATA 


34839 


JAPAN 


THE FOUR SEASONS IN KIOTO 


196 


Sea 
> © 
a 83 
bom D := 
de dE 
DU) 4 
eo > 
Rens 
ESE 
Sea 
“bb 
a 
© 
a 
o 
+ 
© 
dd 
< 
— 
o 
+» 
3 
pa 
o 
e] 
=) 
A 
o 
La 
è0 
D 
ri 
=> 
A 
y 


Translation by 
Shigeyoshi Obata 
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Toba, for fields of young rice; 


For snow scenes, Ono; 
O Royal Kioto! 


Higashiyama ; 
Katsuragawa ; 


The Four Seasons in Kioto 
For autumn moon, the river 


There’s, for flowers of spring, the hill 


And countless views passin 
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Waiting 


awaiting you, 


I watch by the sea. 
Will you come? 
Yo ho-i ma! 


heart flutters! 


Sea winds pass from pine to pine. 
Sa yatto kake na, 
Ho-i ma kato na! 


Awaiting, 
How my 


Translation by 
SHIGEYOSHI OBATA 
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Translation by 
Shigeyoshi Obata 
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Counting Song 


(New YEAR’s SONG) 


One for song and O! 
Welcome, O joyful New Year, beautiful and bright ;* 
Garlands of rice straw and fern, and green young sprays of pine! 


Two for song and O! 
Fair is the happy pine bough, green from year to year; 
Blest be the Three-storied Pine on Kasuga’s hillside! 


Three for song and O! 
Comrades, today we gambol merrily and play, 
Frisk in warm sunshine and gamely swing the battledore! 


Translation by 
SHIGEYOSHI OBATA 


*The words in italics are repeated. 
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Children’s song 


English version by 
Grace Hazard Conkling 
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The Moon 


Great is the moon that looks at me! 
She’s never older that I can see; 
She grows round, it is quite true; 
Sometimes she is very new. 

Spring and summer, fall and winter, 
All Japan she wanders through. 


Great is the moon that looks at me! 
The sun's sister she surely must be 
Mirror-round, and sometimes too, 
Like a comb of silver curled, 

Spring and summer, fall and winter, 
She goes shining through the world. 


English version by 
GRACE HAZARD CONKLING 
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English version by 
Grace Hazard Conkling 
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The Rabbit and the Turtle 


(Rabbit): 


Turtle, turtle, on your way, 


Why are you so slow? 
No one else in all the world 
Takes so long to go! 
To the foot of yonder hill 
Run a race with me; 
Then who's the better man 
Maybe we shall see! 


Let him hurry as he will, 
He will need all day! 
Pl just take a little snooze. 
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Gu, gu, gu. (Snoring.) 
Dear me, I have slept too long! 
Pyon, pyon, pyon! (Running.) 
Well, who walks slowly now? 


(Turtle) : 
Are you still so proud? 


English version by 
GRACE HAZARD CONKLING 
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MOMOTARO 
(The Peach Boy) 


Grace Hazard Conkling 
Mo-mo-ta - ro, gen-tle-heart-ed, 


English version by 
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Momotaro 


(THE PEACH Boy) 


Momotaro, gentle-hearted, found within a peach, 
Faring forth to conquer devils and their island reach, 


Strong of arm, brave of purpose, confident vou were; 


No one remembers quite such a traveler. 


Never such another dumpling in Japan was known 
As you shared with dog and monkey, giving them your own: 
When the pheasant came to join vou he received his share; 


“Haste now, companions bold, time that we were there!” 


They have conquered devils’ island: fortunes they have made: 


What was their reward of victory? 


Silk and fine brocade, 


Coral red, gold and silver, all these have they won: 
Never was such a triumph known beneath the sun! 


Thev have heaped upon a wagon wealth to take away. 
How the brave dog tugs to move it. 
Pheasant, too, pulls to help him. 
Behind. the monkey shoves. 


English version by 


Engya-raya!* 
Engya-raya! 
Engya-raya! 


* GRACE HAZARD CONKLING 


*Engya-raya, an exclamation used while working. 
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CHERRY BLOOMS 
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English version by 


Edwin Markham 


Moderato 
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Cherry Blooms 


Cherry blooms, cherry blooms, 

Cherry blooms are everywhere, 

Like a cloud from out the sky! 

Mist of blossoms fills the air, 

Cherries, cherries, blossoming ! 

Come and see, come and see; 
Let all see and sing. 


Cherry blooms, cherry tiooms, 
All the world their beauty sees! 
Yoshino is cherry land; 
Tatsuta for maple trees ; 
Karasaki for the pine. 
Let us go, let us go 

Where pines greenly shine. 


English version by 
EDWIN MARKHAM 
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Melody and text 
Recorded by 
Yoshio Fujii 


Translation by 
Shigeyoshi Obata 
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From the Nippon Bridge 


From Nippon Bridge in Yedo 

Starts our Daimyo* train; 

See our banners new 

Wave in the morning twilight. 
Hey now, ho now, hey! 

Here is Shinagawa. 

Day is here now; out with lantern lights! 
Hey now, hey! Ho now. hey! 


Translation by 
SHIGEYOSHI OBATA 


*Daimyo—feudal, princely. Pron. dime-yo. 
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Day DAWNS WITH FREIGHT TO HAUL. .. . . .... ..... o... o... .. ae ce incor are OOO 
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PORTUGUESE 
EAST AFRICA 
Recorded by 

Natalie Curtis 


DAY DAWNS WITH FREIGHT TO HAUL 
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Rhythmic and spirited with broad swinging movement 
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From“Songs and Tales from the Dark Continent” by Natalie Curtis. 
1920, by G. Schirmer (Inc) * 7 


Copyright, 


34839 


214 ; 
AFRICA LULLABY ZULULAND 


Recorded by 
Natalie Curtis 


Sung softly and with swaying motion Ti. --- - 


O hush thee, ba - by, O hush.____thee! Thy 
O tu - la, mntwa-na, O tus = la! Un - 


moth - er is not with thee, She tar - ried; in the 
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bring thee pret - ty ber. -- vries, Por! 
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84839 
(+) Intervals blurred in a long cooing, downward slur. 


From “Songs and Tales from the Dark Continent;by Natalie Curtis. 
Copyright, 1920, by G. Schirmer (Inc) 
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